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Mr.  Edward  Shuter, 


S  I  R, 

f^EDICATIONS  are  generally  look’d 
upon  by  the  World  as  Com  poll  dons, 
wherein  Flattery  is  the  chief  Ingredient. 
The  Dedicator,  in  Expectation  of  pecu¬ 
niary  Advantages,  alcribes  to  his  Patron 

Virtues 
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Virtues  which  he  has  not  the  leaft  Title  to: 

9  • 

and  Qualifications  to  which  he  is  as  great  a 
Stranger,  aslome  VERY  FINE  Ladies  are  to 

I 

their  own  Faces. 

To  avoid  that  Imputation,  I  lhall  only 
fey  the  Offering  I  now  make  You  is  the  Tribute 
of  Friendship  j  and  tho’  it  may  bring  with 
it  no  Advantage,  or  afford  You  that  Plealure  a 
grateful  Heart  cou’d  wifh,  I  make  no  doubt 
but  Your  good  Nature  will  give  it  a  favourable 
Reception,  for  the  Re^itude  of  my  Inten¬ 
tion. 


Shou’d 


V 
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I 

\ 

0 

Shou’d  I  here  idly  endeavour  to  make 
% 

the  Puhlic  (of  whom  You  have  been  long 
a  deferving  Favourite)  acquainted  with 
what  they  already  know  ^  I  mean,  the  Ex- 
tenfivenels  of  Your  comic  Powers  j  Your  in- 

V 

exhauftible  Fund  of  Huptour  \  \our^ 

Jj^ppy  Talent  for  Rdtllcry  5  ^but,  aboye  nllj, 
that  b^pcvolcTit  and  hufPdPC  Goodnels  of 

I 

Heart  which  You  fo  largely  poflefs  5  I  know 

but  o  N  E  Creature  living  who  won  d  be 

difpleasd,  or  deny  the  Truth  of  my  £«- 

locriumx  that  is.  Yourself:  A  Perfon  I 

am  unwilling  to  oifend, therefore  \io^tMafjklnd 

will 
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will  excufe  my  being  inttrely  filent  on  that 
SubjeQ:. 

' 

But  there  is  one  Point  You  muft  foigive 

my  taking  particular  Notice  of--  a  Point 

the  World  have  been  long  divided  on-;  I 

mean,  Your  Attachment  to  the  Rev.  Mr. 
Q  ay _ _ — t).  Some  have  at- 

tributed  Your  frequent  Attendance  on  that 
Gentleman  to  Views  of  Gain ;  feme  to  Female 
Connections ;  and  others  to  a  Defign  of  di¬ 
verting  the  Town,  at  His  Expehce:  There¬ 
fore,  to  filence  thefc  various  Opinions,  permit 
me,  tho'  that  Fermiffion  may  fin  on  Fou 
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the  Appearance  of  Methodism,  to  alTare 
thofc  curious  and  inquijjtlve  Beings  (who 
wou’d  know  the  Spring  and  Motive  of  every 
Body’s  Adiions)  that  it  proceeds  from  Pr/V- 
cipJe  only  j  and,  as  a  Proofs  give  them  the 
following  Anecdote.  . 

N, 

A  Gentleman,  remarkable  for  his  In¬ 
timacy  with  a  certain  fajhionahle  A^uthor 
(who,  for  the  Diverjion  of- the  World,  and 
his  OWN  Emolument,  has  fometimes  made 

t 

too  free  with  the  natural  Defe6):s  and  in- 

•  nocent  Particularities  of  divers  ^vorthp  Vciions} 

\ 

endeavourins;  to  tempt  You  by  certain  Offers 

of 
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of  Advantage,  to  affift  in  conveying  his 
LOW  Inveftives  and  personal  Abufe  to  the 
Town,  was  properly  reprov’d,  by  the  fol¬ 
lowing  Anfwer : 

I 

'  Sir,  whatever  Idea  You  hare  of  me^ 
as  an  and  a  Man,  give  me  Leave 

“  to  inform  You,  I  have  fo  ftrong  a  Regard 
for  Religion  and  her  ProjeJJors^  with 
lo  grateful  a  Senfe  of  the  Favours  the 
“  ALMIGHTY  has  conferr’d  on  me,  that 
“  I  fhall  never  employ  my  weak  Abilities 
in  the  R'tdhuU  of  HIM  or  HIS  Ser- 

‘‘  VANTS.” 


This 
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This  chriJlian-Uke  Reply  aftonifh’d  the 
Beau.  He  took  SnufF,  tam’d  upon  his  Heel, 
and  aiTur’d  the  firft  Coxcomb  he  met,  “  That 

I 

“  Shuter  was  run  mad,  and  had  enter’d 
“  into  Partnerfhip  with  the  B — — — p  of 

T’otteuham-Court” 

I 

Poets,  ’tis  faid,  deal  much  in  FiBiou ; 
but  I,  who  have  N  o  Pretence  to  that 
pellation^  may  be  allow’d  to  Ipeak  T^ruth, 
tho’  againft  myfelf;  Which  I  do,  when  I 
acknowledge  Vanity  to  have  fome  Share 
in  this  Add  refs.  I  cou’d  by  no  Means  re- 

fift 


t 


X  DEDICATION. 

lift  this  Opportunity  of  paying  my  Thanks 

I 

for  the  Pkafure  You  'do  me,  in  frequently 
.making'  me  the  Companion  of  Your  jocund 
Hours  j  nor  longer  conceal  the  Obligation 
You  have  bound  me  in,  by  permitting  me  to 
fublcribe  myfclf  nons)  and  at  all  Times, 

! 

SIR, 

f 

Tour  ohligd  Friend, 

Drury  -  L<7w,  ^ 

Aw.  8, 1762.  .  ^ 

And  humble  Servant, 

/ 

f.  WiGNELL. 
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A  CARD. 


Mr.  wig  NELL  prefents  His  Compliments  to 
the  Critical  Reviewers,  Monthly  Examiners, 
■  and  all  thole  Gentlemen  who  travel  much  in  the 
literary  World ;  and  are  fo  very  kind  to  ered  Indexes 
"  or  DireElion-PoJts,  for  the  Judgement  of  others.  He 
lifcewife  begs  Leave  to  inform  them,  The  Pub¬ 
lication  of  the  following  Trifles  proceeds  not  from 
an  immoderate  Lhirji  of  Eame^  but  a  modeft  Hope  of 
Profit.  Weak  as  He  may  be  in  other  Refpe£ls,  He  has 
Underftanding  liifficient  to  knovi  Poetical  Compofitions 
,  are  by  no  Means  His  Fort ;  therefore,  after  this  in¬ 
genuous  Confdlion,  hopes  He  may  be  permitted  to  reft 
in  that  happy  State  of  Obfcurity  enjoy’d  by  a  Mul» 
tiplicity  of  Authors :  Who 

'  “  1^0  their  Safety  to  their  We^knefs  owe ; 

“  As  Grafs  efcapes  the  Scythe,  by  being  lovoy 

Shakespear,. 
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COLLECTION 

OF 

ORIGINAL  PIECES. 

> 

The  A  U  T  H  O  R’s  EXCUSE: 

Or,  The  P  O  W  E  R  of  G  O  L  D. 

IN  various  Arts  Mankind  emplo/  their  Lives ; 
For  Wealth  and  Fame  each  labouring  Artift  ftrives. 

The  Hope  of  Coin  the  Soldier  doth  infpire, 

_  ’  * 

And  nils  his  Soul  with  bright  heroic  Fire. 

The  Lawyer  and  the  Parfon  both  agree  ; 

The  one  doth  preach,  the  other  plead  for  Fee. 

The  Dodlor  Galen  reads,  in  hopes  from  thence 
To  gain  Experience,  and  by  that  gain  Pence. 

B  The 
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[  ,34  ] 

The  Merchant  trufts  his  Fortune  on  the  Main, 

That  Cent,  ‘per  Cent,  by  Traffic  he  may  gain. 

Both  Wit  and  Mufic  from  one  Source  do  fpring ; 

For  Gold  do  Poets  write,  and  beardlefs  Eunuchs  fing. 
Gold  fways  the  Statefman,  Lover,  and  the  Fair, 
Exalts  our  Spirits,  and  difpels  our  Care. 

When  Jove  gave  Gold,  by  various  Proofs,  we  fee 
He  gave  to  Man,  a  univerfal  Key  : 

Though  brazen  W alls  withftood  his  regal  Pow’r, 

He  made  his  Entrance  in  a  golden  Show’r  ; 

So  Ovid  tells :  Ovid^  who  knew  full  well. 

The  Amours  of  Heav’n,  of  Earth,  and  Fluto*s  Cell. 
Ye  Swains,  who  often  figh  and  fue  in  vain, 

■And  ne’er  can  move  the  Fair  One’s  cold  Difdain, 

If  golden  Offerings  at  her  Shrine  you  pay, 

Coynefs  adieu - You  heal  her  Soul  away. 


/ 


[  35  1 

Ev’n  I,  who  am  by  Nature  flat  and  dull, 

Infpir’d  by  Charms  that  wait  on  Pockets  full. 

Offer  a  rude,  unskill’d,  weak-pinion’d  Flight ; 
Criticfcs  avaunt !  I  only  Friends  invite : 

If  they  approve;  my  Labour’s  over  paid  ; 

If  not,  I’m'forry  the  Attempt  was  made : 

With  Candour’s  Eye,  my  youthful  Mufe  look  o’er, 
And  fliould  Ihe  fail  to  pleafe,  flie’ll  plague  no  more. 


The  SLIGHTED  LOVER. 

A  POEM. 

i. 

Addrefs’d  to  Ctelia,  in  the  Year  1733. 

OW  wretched  is  the  flighted  Lover’s  Fate, 

When  doom’d,  for  conftant  Love,  to  meet  with 

/ 

Hate : 

To  fee  the  Idol  of  his  Soul,  return 

His  Sighs,  and  Tears,  and  all  hi?  ?j|2.  ocorn  j 

B  3  To 


[  3*5  ] 

To  View  her  Charms,  yet  dare  not  to  cxprels 

The  Flame  that  reigns  triumphant  in  his  Breaft  ? 

» 

Fondly  to  gaze,  and  gazing  to  defpair. 

The  rcfllels  Damn’d  lefs  Tofture  feel  by  far  j 
Promethean  Vultures,  or  Ixion  Wheels, 

Are  Tiifles,  when  compar’d  to  what  he  feels. 
Impatient  cf  the  Night,  his  ruffled  Breaft 
In  vain  attempts  to  footh  the  Storm  by  Reft ; 
Vainly  he  hopes  his  Paffion  to  remove, 

And  in  a  Lethargy  to  drown  his  Love ; 

For,  Oh  !  Sleep’s  fled,  and  never  will  return  ; 

Or,  like  his  Miftrefs,  treats  him  with  its  Scorn, 
an  this  unhappy  State  the  Lover  lies, 

'Till  bapp3/  Sol,  from  Thetiy  Lap,  arife 
To  glad  the  World  with  his  refplendent  Ray, 
Lifpel  the  Gloom,  and  add  another  Day, 

This  the  tirnc-^counting  Vv^retch  no  fooner  Tples, 
Lut  from  his  i horny  Bed  in  Plafle  he  flies  9 


Fondly 


[  ] 

Fondly  he  hopes  that  the  approaching  Day 
May  bring  fome  Means  to  drive  his  Care  away  ; 
Hopes  that  Ibme  Moment  may  aulpicious  prove, 

4 

To  one  who  fufFers  for  his  conftant  Love. 

No  fooner  drefs’d,  but  the  fond  Youth  repairs 
To  lonely  Grots,  in  them  to  lofe  his  Cares ; 

He  thinks  to  find  fome  Place  where  Grief’s  debar’d 

I 

A  PalTagc,  and  fond  Love  is  not  rever’d  ; 

Contented  with  his  Fate,  he  there  would  fit 
Supinely  down,  and  all  his  Pains  forget : 

But  that  Relief  the  Tyrant  Love  denies, 

^Vho  ftill  purfues  him  -with  inceflant  Cries, 

Follows  from  Place  to  Place,  and  feeds  his  Flame 
M^ith  the  lov’d  Accent  of  Allnda’&  Name. 

The  Morning’s  gone,  but  flill  his  Pangs  remain. 
Fain  he  would  view  the  Caufe  of  all  his  Fain, 

Since  only  fhe  can  eafe  the  cruel  Smart, 

Or  cool  the  raging  Fever  in  his  Heart ; 


The 


'<  4k*  ,/ 


0"  /./■  ., 


;•/■  ’■- 
vv  ’ 


:  i' 


n 
■'■<,■  ! 


[  38  ] 

The  Church,  the  Park,  and  ev’ry  publick  Place, 
la  vain  he  fearches  for  Alinda^s  Face, 

Thus  the  fad  Flours  roll  on  ;  no  Eafe,  no  Peace, 

His  troubled  Breaft  can  find,  ’till  Day  does  ceafe. 

At  length  the  tedious  Sun,  gives  up  his  Reign 
To  jcy-infpiring  Night,  and  Pleafure  conquers  Pain  : 
The  admiring  Youth  raifes  his  drooping  Head, 

His  Pain,  his  Care,  and  ev’ry  Grief  is  fled  ; 

In  Tranfport  runs,  where  Blifs  extatic  flows. 

And  Beauty’s  Form  difpcls  his  heart-felt  Woes  j 
There  he,  with  .Rapture,  views  her  lovely  Eyes, 

And  fondly  wiflies  what  his  Fate  denies ; 

Proud  of  his  Bonds,  he  would  not  change  his  Fate 
To  be  pofiefs’d-of  Worlds,  and  crowm’d  with  regal  State; 
Watches  her  Smiles,  and  waits  with  humble  Care, 

To  tender  Service,  and  affifl  the  Fair  : 

While  (he,  with  carelefs  Air  and  cold  Djfdain, 

Refufes  all - To  give  her  Lover  Pain, 

With  Smiles  fhe  blefies  fome  more  happy  Swain. 

i 
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The  Evening  fpent  ’tvvixt  Pleafure  and  Defpalr^ 
The  Miftrcfs  of  his  Vows  does  Horae  repair: 

If  he’s  permitted  on  her  Charms  to  wait, 
Ravilh’d  he  owns  the  Bleffing  is  too  great ; 

If  not,  at  Diftance  waits  for  the  laft  Sight, 

And  then,  in  Tears,  returns  to  pafs  the  Night. 


Since  you,  fair  CsUay  are  the  lovely  Maid, 

And  I,  the  unhappy  Youth,  by  you  betray’d  5 
Permit  me  at  your  Feet  my  Heart  to  lay, 

O  chafe  my  Sorrows  and  my  Tears  away  ; 

Cheer,  with  indulgent  Smiles,  my  drooping  Heart, 
And  with  your  Charms  repay  my  anxious  Smart  j 
Grant  to  my  Arms,  what  you  can  only  give, 
Reftorc  my  Peace,  and  kindly  bid  meTive. 


An 


L  40  ] 


An  EPISTLE  to  the  S  A  M,  E.  • 


ET  tender  Pity,  too  obdurate  Maid, 


Excufe  the  Folly  of  a  Wretch,  betray’d 
By  fatal  Charms  to  Love’s  tyrannic  Sway, 


Which  Kings  have  felt,  and  Gods  compell’d  obey. 


Immortal  Jo^je  was  charm’d  with  Leda’s  Air, 
Confefs’d  Love’s  Power,  and  fighing  woo’d  the  Fair. 
Apollo  next,  for  flying  Daphne  mourn’d  ; 

He  lov’d  her  Form,  tho’  into  Laurel  turn’d  j  ' 

And,  what  refus  d  his  Arras,  his  Brows  adorn’d.  , 
Ev’n  grifly  PlutOy  who,  the  Poets  tell. 


Reign  d  King  fupreme  o’er  dark  and  gloomy  Hell, 
Forfook  his  Realms,  and  in  Sicilian  Fields 


To  Cupid’s  Pow’r  and  Ceres’  Daughter  yields. 


Then  wonder  not  he  triumphs  in  my  Bieaft, 
Dcflroys  my  Peace,  and  robs  my  Soul  of  Reft, 


W’hcn 
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When  the  great  Thund’rer’s  Pow’r  cou’d  not  withftand 


The  common  Darts  dealt  from  his  deadly  Hand 

* 

At  me,  as  if  thofe  Darts  wou'd  not  fuffice, 


He  hurl’d  Deftrudion  from  your  piercing  Eyes, 

Whofe  radiant  Charms,  like  blafting  Light’ning,  flies.’3 
With  Pleafure  I  beheld  thofe  Orbs  of  Eight, 

And  gazing  felt  unfpeakable  Delight,  ' 


But  now  thofe  Joys  are  loft  in  Shades  of  Night : 


My  Eyes  no  more,  with  Rapture,  view  your  Form, 
But  wounding  Thought  prefents  your  Hate  and  Scorn ; 

_  *-•«..  V  ^  r  » 

With  Sighs  I  mourn,  with  Tears  your  Lofs  fuftain, 
And  fancied  Blils  is  paid  with  real  Pain.  ■ 


When  awful  Night  calls  weary  Souls  to  Reft, 

In  vain  I  ftrive  to  footh  my  tortur’d  Breaft  ; 

My  troubled  Mind,  in  Vifion,  views  your  Shade 


Poflcfs’d  by  him,  whp  me  has  wretched  made,: 

k. 

The  Day  ,  returns,  the  cheering  Day  to  fee 
All  Nature’s  pleas’d,  except  unhappy  me ; 


Both 
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Both  Day  and  Night  with  Grief  extream  I  view. 

And  know  no  Joy,  debarr’d  the  Sight  of  you. 

POLYDORE. 


It 


Lines  wrote  under  an  unfinlfhd  PICTURE. 


E  S I S  T,  vain  Man,  nor  fondly  ftrivc  to  draw 
^  Thofe  conqu'ring  Eyes,  which  keep  the  World 


in  Awe; 


Top  weak  thy  Hand  her  Features  to  exprefs, 
In  whom  is  centred  all  my  Happinefs. 


An 


A  G  R  O  S  T  I  C. 


m; 


ANKIND,  thro’  various  Mazes,  daily  rove 


Search  of  what  their  Souls  do  moft  approve ; 


S  ome  pleafiiig  Point  allures  their  eager  Eyes, 

S  Hatches  their  Hearts,  and  Peace  of  Mind  denies, 

B  eautv. 
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B  eauty,  Wine,  Gold j  and  Learning,  all  bear  Sway. } 
E  ach  diff ’ring  Paflion  draws  a  difF’rent  Way. 


'T'  Mttus,  fond  of  philofophic  Rules,  .  \j 

T  hinks  Plcafure  fcated  in  the  Grecian  Schools ; 
Y  ouths  gay  and  airy,  he  accounts  as  Fools. 


B  onaYio,  at  the  Shrine  of  Bacchus^  pays  ■ 

I  njurious  Vows,  by  him  to  end  his  Days.  ' 

N  iciaSy  poffcfs’d  of  golden  Ingots  ftore,  ■ ; 

C  annot  enjoy,  for  fear  of  being  poor.  ... 

K  now,  if  you  wou’d,  who  o’er  my  Heart  does  reign-, 

S  urvey  the  Margin,  you’ll  your  Wiih  obtain. 


Verses 
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V'E  R  S  E  S 

i  « 

t 

J^ONG  had  the  Stage  fufficient  Caufe  to  mourn 
An  Oldfield' S’ too  dreadful  to  be  borne ; 
Long  flie  defpair’d  to  fee  a  Heroine  rile,  ,  >  , 

To  claim  the  lucid  Tribute  from  our  Eyes ; 

Long  wanting  fuch  Support  fhe  mould’ring  lay. 

And  felt,  with  Grief,  an  annual  Decay  :  rrr  \  ■ 

But,  lo  !  again  her  drooping  Head  fhe  rears  j  - 

_  •  •  ^ 

Another  Oldfield.,  in  a  B - cles,  appears; 

•r 

No  more,  with  Sighs,  a  X ounger's  Lofs  is  mourn’d,  . " 
Since  B — fupplies  fo  well,'  what  Ihe  perform’d  j 
In  Nature’s  ftrongeft  Light  fhe  paints  each  Part, 

And,  blefs’d  with  blooming  Sweetnefs,  fteals  your  Heart. 


written  in  the  Year  1734. 


When  fhe  in  love-ficfc  Selima.  appears. 
Who  can  refrain  from  fympathizing  Tears  ? 


And 


1 
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And  when  in  comic  lighter  Strains  Ihe  moves, 

Sylvia  and  Finchvoife  Beholder  loVes. 

What  mayn’t  we  hope  for,  from  this  budding  Root? 
Surprizing  BlolToras  yield  furprizing  Fruit. 

I 

i 

*  ^  t  r  -  ^ 

‘  ’  K  *  i  \  -4" 

V  ^  \ 

\  ■  -•f  \  ^ . 

,  Thrice  happy  Rich-J  you,  void  of  ^ear,  hify  Imile, 
Fortune  has  fix’d  you  on  a  fertile  Soil  '1  r  -r ^ 

Tho’  ^-n  may  growl,  and  angry  F/~W—^  rage, 
Stephens  and  J5 - cks  will  ftill  fupport  ypur  Stage.r 


A  .  S  O  N  N  E  T. 

t  i  f  ■  f  ■  . 


J  Doat,  yet  doubt ;  fufped,  yet  llrongly  love ; 

But  Doubts  nor  Fears  cap  e'er  my  Pain  remove 
Hope  cures  my  Doubt  j  Sufpicion  quickly  dies ; 

And  Love  returns,  tho’  charming  Calia  flies. 


-rf 


J 

\ 


EX- 


i, 
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,  V  ^  .  ..  .  ^ 

f  f  ^  V  f  ;  ^  .  * 

extempore  lines, 

'  In  Anfwer  to  a  Queftion  put.  ■ 

t  . 

I 

"T  7  A  S  Beauty  to  direft  my  Choice, 

*  no  doubt,  commands  my  Voice  ; 

Or  was  I  brib'd  by  fprightly  Wit,.: 

C^elia  to  SyVoia  muft  fubmit : 
i  like  them  both ;  and,  not  to  anger  cither. 

If  they’ll  confcnt,  I’ll  take  them  both  together. 


I 


S  O  N 


Written  at  HiVDcrford^lVeJl* 

i  i 

Nancy ^  charming  Eyes, 

My  ravifh’d  Heart  fubdu’d  j 
Struck  with  a  ftrange  Surptize, 

I  cv’ry  Feature  view’d  ; 


Rin 
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Ran  o’er  her  Neck  and  Breaft, 

Her  lovely  Shape  and  Mien  j 
Her  Pow’r  my  Soul  confefs’d. 

And  own’d  her  Beauty’s  Queen* 

Young  Cupid's  well-alm’d  Dart, 

Then  gave  my  Breaft  a  Wound ; 
Nought  can  affwage  the  Smart,  - 
’Till  with  her  Love  I’m  crown’d : 
Ye  Gods!  grant  this  to  me,  : 

All  other  Suits  refufe ; 

That  I  alone  may  be. 

The  Swain  which  file  fhall  chufe. 


[  48  ] 

■> 

ANOTHER. 

t 

F  T  weeping  on  a  Bank  I  lie, 

Wrapt  in  a  gloomy  Shade ; 

A  Vidim  to  her  .Charms  I  die, 

I 

Who  has  my  Heart  betray’d  : 

My  Soul  o’ercome  with  Grief  and  Care, 

Can  never  find  Repofe ; 

Unlefs  that  charming,  cruel  Fair^  ' 

Has  Pity  on  my  Woes. 

In  plaintive  Strains  Tad  Philofnel,  .  ‘ 

Laments  her  abfent  Mate ; 

And  exil’d  Men  unhappy  dwell, 

In  Climates  which  they  hate : 


From 
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From  Bough  to  Bough, ^ and  Shore  to  Shore^ 
The  fighing  Wretches  rove  ; 

Like  me,  condemn’d  to  view  no  more 
The  Objed  which  they  love. 


ANOTHER. 

NEATH  a  Willow’s  friendly  Shade, 
Young  Damon  fighing  lay  ; 

His  Eyes  to  Love  a  Tribute  paid. 

To  wafh  his  Grief  away. 


“  Be  warn’d,  ye  Youths,  by  me,”  he  cry’d, 
“  And  fliun  your  certain  Death  ! 

“  While  I,  the  Vidlim  of  her  Pride, 

“  Content,  refign  my  Breath. 


(C 


D 


/ 


Avoid 
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falfc  CiJdlici  s  ftitfll  ChsrmSj 
«  Nor  vainly  ftrivc  to  gain 
«  That  artful  Beauty  to  your  Arms, 

\ 

“  Which  has  fo  many  flain. 

“  Come,  gentle  Death,  thou  End  of  Care, 
“  And  Cure  cf  all  our  Pam  ; 

“  Teach  me  to  fcorn  this  cruel  Fair, 

And  break  her  galling  Chain. 


The  L  O  V  E  R’s  P  RAY  E-  R- 


FENU S,  Guardian  of  the  Fair, 

Hear  a  wretched  Lover’s  Prayer ; 
Grant  an  unhappy  South’s  Defire, 
Whole  Bi-vail  rs  lull  of  raging  F.re. 


To 
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To  my  Petition  lend  an  Ear  ; 

Give  me  what  I  hold  moft  dear : 

Put  an  End  to  all  my  Pain  ; 

Nor  let  me  longer  figh  in  vain. 

If  you  vouchfafe  to  let  me  live, 

To  my  Arms  my  Ct^Vta  give  : 

Wou’d  you  reward  a  conftant  Heart, 
O !  grant  the  Cure  of  all  my  Smart. 


But  if  my  Suit  you  do  refufe. 

The  next  to  her,  this  Boon  1  chuie  5 
Death,  in  her  Caufe,  you’d  not  deny  ; 


For  whom  I  live,  I  fain  would  die. 


D  a 

« 


[  52  ] 


The  beau’s  EXCUSE: 


Or,  B  E  L  L  E’s  A  D  V  I  C  E. 

Z)  AMON^  a  Youth  offprightly  Thought, 
Engaging  Air  and  Mien, 

In  fatal  Snare  was  caught. 

And,  by  her  Eyes,  was  quickly  brought 
To  take  Love’s  Poifon  in. 

Some  Time  he  her  with  Senfe  adcrcfs’d, 

And  own’d  the  pleafing  Pain  ; 

Hoping  tliat  Love,  by  Reafon  prefs’d, 

Might  gain  Admifiion  to  her  Breaftj 
But,  ah !  ’twas  all  in  vain. 


A  Beau, 


1 


v-? 


-Si.,  A. 
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A  Beau,  by  Nature  lefs  adorn’d 
With  Honour,  Truth,  and  Love, 

Poflcfs’d  her  Heart ;  while  Damon  fcorn’d. 

In  filent  Tears  his  Paffion  mourn’d, 

And  Want  of  Charms  to  move. 

A  tender  Maid,  by  Pity  prefs’d, 

Refolv’d  his  Pain  to  end  ; 

/ 

With  Smiles  poor  Damon  thus  addrefs’d, 

“  No  more  let  Paffion  rend  thy  Breaft, 

I 

“  But  hear  a  faithful  Friend. 

“  Wou’d  you  in  Love  fuccefsful  prove, 

% 

“  No  more  let  Reafon  rule  ;  • 

The  Man  that  hopes  with  Senfe  to  move 
“  The  Fair  One’s  Heart,  or  gain  her  Love, 

“  Our  Sex  is  fure  to  fool. 

“  Obferve 


.  /  ' 


••  •  A 


/ 
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C 

“  Obferve  but  Clody\  fprightly  Asr, 

“  His  fickle  Turn  of  Mind  :  , 

“  Let  Drels  alone  be  all  your  Care, 

“  With  Nonfenfe  but  attack  the  Fair, 

«  Like  him  you’ll  find  them  kind. 

«  Wou^d  you  in  Ca1id%  Graces  be, 

Ivlix  in  the  fportivc  Dance  ; 

Or  at  QLiadrilk,  oi  oAr  her  Tea, 

«  Be  fare  to  ’plaud  each  Repartee ; 

«  ’Twill  much  your  Suit  advance. 

I 

«  If  Scandal  be  the  Fair  One’s  Theme, 

((  both  Great  and  Small ; 

Spare  neither  Pcrfon  or  good  Name : 

“  By  tliis  you’re  fare  to  fix  a  Fame, 

‘‘  And  be  cards  d  by  all. 

“  If 


X 
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“  If  CjsUa  frowns,  to  Sylvia  fly  i 

«  Inconftancy  alarms ; 

«  On  Thoufands  doar,  for  Thoulands  die, 
“  Yet  never  know  the  Reafon  why  ; 

«  You’ll  foon  poSefs  their  Charms.” 

Young  Damon  flood  like  one  amaz’d, 

4 

To  hear  her  kind  Advice ; 

» 

But  from  his  Admiration  rais  d, 

He  on  his  Pcrfon  fondly  gazd, 

And  alter’d  in  a  Trice, 

No  more  by  Reafon’s  Rules  confin  d, 

He  now  accofts  the  Fair  ; 

Convinc’d,  that  Oulfide  inoft  they  mind, 
To  real  Merit  always  blind  ; 

Vain  Coxcombs  are  their  Care. 


[  56  ] 


To  Mifi  MOLLT  HARD  GRAVE. 

1 

D  O  U  B  T  not,  MarMy  when  I  fwear 
Your  Beauties,  void  of  Art, 

In  lading  Charaders  I  bear 
Upon  my  faithful  Heart. 

That  oft  I  wander  and  complain. 

In  Taujiock’s,  chearlefs  Grove  ; 

Where  lonely  Echo’s  taught  your  Name, 

The  daily  Task  of  Love. 

The  aged  Oak,  whofc  fpreading  Boughs 
Obfcure  the  glorious  Son, 

Bears  on  his  Bark  my  many  Vows, 

I 

To  love  but  you  alone. 


If 


»  » 
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N 

If  not  obdurate  as  your  Name, 

You  yet  refolve  to  fave  ; 

« 

In  Pity,  quickly  eafe  my  Pain, 
And  give  my  Griefs  a  Grave. 


A  SONG. 


Written  at  Truro^  in  the  Year  1737. 


NT  END  no  more,  thou  charming  Maid, 
With  thole  whom  Beauty  prize ; 

Thy  Senfe,  when  in  the  Balance  laid, 

Weighs  down  their  brighter  Eyes. 


What  are  the  Charms  of  which  they  boaft  ? 

But  as  the  fpringing  Flow’r ; 

Like  that,  once  cropt,  the  gayeft  Toafl, 
Will  lofe  her  pleafing  Pow’r. 


E 


But 


I 
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) 

But  Wifdom’s  Charms  can  ne’er  decay ; 

Good  Nature  foars  on  high  ; 

And  Time,  which  fteals  their  Bloom  away, 
Thy  folid  Joys  defy. 


ANOTHER. 


Written  at  Banijlaple. 


w  H  E  N  on  my  Patty\  Face  I  gaze, 

Ten  thoufand  Gharms  arife  ; 
My  flifled  Flame  again  doth  blaze. 

Each  Glance  anew  my  Tranfports  raiic  ; 
Such  Magic’s  in  her  Eyes. 


My 
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My  Love  and  Reafon  reign  by  Turns 
Both  claim  an  equal  Sway  : 

The  one  like  Fuel  fiercely  burns, 

The  other  Want  of  Merit  mourns,  , 
And  fweeps  e’en  Hope  away. 

But  tho’  Defpair  inflids  fuch  Pain, 

I 

Who  would  not  it  endure? 

Where  Wit  and  Beauty  form  the  Chain 
A  captive  Heart  fhou’d  ne’er  complain. 
But  humbly  wait  a  Cure. 

Shou’d  the  dear  Maid  with  Pity  view. 
The  Tempeft  in  my  Breaft ; 

Her  Smiles  will  foon  my  Grief  fubdue, 
Banilh  my  Pain,  my  Joy  renew. 

And  feat  me  with  the  Blefs’d. 


I 
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But  if  I’m  doom’d  in  endlefs  Pain, 
Regardlcfs  ftii]  to  figh  ; 

I’ll  ne’er  repine,  but  hug  my  Chain, 
Fix’d  as  the  Pok-s  I’ll  ftill  remain 
Unto  the  End  of  Life. 


A  PROLOGUE. 

Spoken  by  the  Author,  at  Biddeford,  on  his 
attempting  the  Part  of  Sir  Harry  IViidalr^ 

In  the  Year  173(5. 

HEN  Innocence  o’er  Youth  cou’d  greatly  fway, 
And  Truth,  in  Poetry,  a  native  Lay  !  ■ 

Firft  fill’d  the  Stage  with  Pleafure  and  Diftrefs, 

Harib  and  uncooth  the  Scenes,  they  met  Succefs  ; 
Taught  an  uncultivated  Mind,  to  know 
The  Sweets  that  from  exampled  Troubles  flow  ; 

Made  all  avoid  the  Caufe,  to  fliun  the  Woe. 


Scarce 


■  J  ^ 


..  V 


'V>  *1  ,.-  4'»v  *.»vv.'^  .  •»  I-  ♦,.  -;  ■  .  >  •'  :  •'  ■ 

V  "V'^'-  '  -  '■  ,v’'  ^  .  •  ■ 

V>-'  k  '>.^1%  ^  v  ^  ^  V  ■*■  •■'  '  • 

,7-i.»4*iL”^- -1 '‘.  '■  •■  -v  ^^'•'  '■ .  ' 
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Scarce  cou’d  the  buskin’d  Mero  tread  the  Staee  • 

O  ^ 

Scarce  knew  to  footh,  or  when  to  raife  his  Rage : 
Foot  the  Devices,  the  Performers  mean  ; 

Applauding  Crowds  wou’d  ftill  extol  the  Scene. 

But  now,  from  Age  to  Age,  maturer  grown, 
Delightful  Scenes  are  to  a  Wonder  fliewn ; 

The  City  affable,  the  Court  polite  j 

And  Hiirt  and  ^ohun  brought  Houfes  ev'ry  INi^’ht. 

J  * 

Pozvel  cou’d  pleale  a  nice  capricious  Age, 

And  Keen  a  crowded  Theatre  engage. 

Pcttc’}  tou  s  Applaule  lee  all  prepare  ^ 

But  Booths  excelling  ail,  has  clos’d  the  Rear. 

Scarce  is  the  Adan  but  has  with  Pleafure  Dte, 

To  hear  the  laft  fome  deep  Diftrefs  relate  ;  V 

7^' 

With  fniriing  Pomp  and  Afajefty  adorn’d. 

The  Lois  oi  Freedonr,  or  of  Empire  mourn’d. 
'Tisjuft,  with  Tears,  we  ihould  his  Lois  deplore, 
Who  oft  with  Pleafure  fill’d  our  Eyes  bcfare. 


I! 


lopc, 
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f 

\ 

I  hope,  you  never  came  expeding  here. 

With  us  to  fee  a  Booth,  or  Wilks  appear ; 
for  they,  tho’  great,  if  they  were  here  to  fee, 

Wou’d  own,  they  once  were  young,  as  well  as  we. 

Ladies,  to  you  moft  humbly  I  fubmit, 

I 

•And  beg  your  Smiles  may  influence  the  Pit 
To  fave  Sir  Harry,  tho’  he  be  but  young ; 

Ev’n  Ryan  cannot  do  as  Wilks  has  done. 

If,  in  this  great  Attempt,  my  Pow’r  Ihould  fail. 

Let  Pity  o’er  your  Judgement  once  prevail ; 

Let  kind  Indulgence  your  foft  Bofoms  move, 

And  do  not  cenfure,  tho’  you  can’t  approve. 

\ 

A  PRO- 


T 
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A  PROLOGUE  to  O/fOONOA'O. 


Spoke  by  the  Author., 
In  the  Year 


O  raifc  the  Paffions,  and  to  give  Delight, 


In  diftant  Climes,  our  Author  of  To-night, 

Has  form’d  two  different  Plots  —  both  Good  and  Ill: 
One  Scene  we  wed,  and 'in  the  next  we  kill. 

By  various  Ways  your  Pkafure  to  improve, 

And  fill  the  Soul  with  Pity,  Grief,  and  Love. 


The  Hero  of  To-night  diflrefs'd  behold, 
Befet  with  Ills,  yet  refolute  and  bold : 


The  Father,  and  the  Husband,  both  unite 
To  urge,  with  Eloquence,  the  fatal  Flight. 
His -tender  Strugglings  fure  muff  Pity  move 


move 


In  ev’ry  Breaff  that  feels  the  Pow’r  of  Love. 


Tho’ 


I 


[  H  } 

Tho’  Hope  of  Liberty  his.Giiefs  affwage, 
He  dies  at  laft,  a  Viciim  to  their  Rage. 


The  comic  Mufe  a  wanton  Widow  fhews, 

Who  only  mourns - in  Colour  of  her  deaths ; 

Or,  like  fome  modern  Widows - feems  to  mourn, 

That  a  new  Husband  may  her  Bed  adorn. 

Two  Fortune- hunting  Ladies  grace  the  Scene, 

And  Ihe  in  Breeches  cheats  the  mourning  Queen  ; 
For,  to  her  Sorrow,  give  me  Leave  to  tell  ye. 

She  might  as  well  have  married  Farinelk. 

The  Widow’s  Money  buys  the  Girl  a  Spoufe, 

And  Stanmorci,  tuck’d  up  in  the  Marriage. Noole. 


Such  is  your  Feaft,  Gallants :  You’re  welcome  to’t ; 
And,  for  Deflert,  you  have  a  Farce  to  boot. 

%  ^ 


An 
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An  EPILOGUE  of  THANKS, 

?_ 

Addrefs’d  to  the  Ladies  and  Gentlemen  of  the  Town 

of  T^ruro. 

Spoke 'by 1737. 

^  * 

9  *  f  k  ‘  r .  -  -  ‘  ' 

^  ■  f  '  ■  -  ^ 

IN  Britain'^  Ifle,  where  Senfe,  has  loft  its  Ground, , 
And  native  Wit  fubmits  to  foreign  Sound  ; 

Where  Farce  and  Pantomime  fo  long  have  -pleas’d,  - 

M  %.•  -  H. 

« 

And  fing-fong  Vagrants  loll’d  in  Coach  at  Eale, 

How  cou’d  we  hope  this  pleafing  Sight  to  view, 

Or  think  of  Favours  thus  confer’d  by.-i^ou  ? 

Had  Farinelk’f\inz.  ’twou’d  be  no  Wonder, 

Tho’  loud  Applaule  fhou’d  fplic  the  Roof  in  funder  ; 
For  he,  too  oft,  at  noble  Boards  does  carve, 

While  Patentees,  and  labouring  Piav’is  ftarve. 
Immortal  Shakefpear  bows' to  Senejino, 

And  Philip'^  Son’s  undone  by  Carejlino. 

F 


Congre'Oe 


mm 
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Congreve  and  Wycherly  to  Sound  fubmit, 

m  -  M  ,  ’• 

And  ballad  Airs  have  drown’d  old  Englijh  Wit. 


r  . 

*  \  s  »> 


Yet  Senfe,  thus  banifh’d  from  dier  native  Seat, 
With  you  has- found  a  fafeM. Kind  Retreat. 

Here  C{ito  s  Dictates  ev^ry  Bofom  warms, 
Afid'Virtue  reigns  bledeclc’d  with  radiant  ChanhL  ■ 


*  i  '  *  » 


«  • 

But'how‘fhan'we,''whofe-Merit  is  fo  fmall,' 

Return’  th'e'Honburs  we  are  grac’d  withal  ? " '  • 
Since  Pow’r  we  wan't  yo'urRavbur  to  repay  ; 
Accept  Acknowle’dge'ment-^our  only  Way  : 

■r  ~  y. 

Since  in  this  Age  fUch  Bounty  we  have  found,  > 
low  I  bend,  and  pay  our  Thanks  around. 


k.  M  M 

n  M 

k.  ji 


A  PRO 


\ 


•  4 
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P  R  O  .  L  O ,  G.  U  E. 


)  ; 


>)nf\ 


Spoken  zt~BarnJiaple,'.  by  -  the  Ai^tjjor;  _  ,  ,'t 


'  ^In  the  'A'^ear-  1737^ 


/ ' 


#  -  .i.  !*» 


t  .  ^50"  f  I  -ri 


<r~  % 


TO  Nonfenfe  long  the  Stage  .has  been  a  Prey, 

^  '•  ,1  .V  ^,'7^  ^  i'.'*  ■  ...  !  .. 

And, feels  of  Wit  an  annual  Decay  ; 

t.  •“  '  •i.  ;  >  i  ’  V  '■ 

True  Humour’s  flovyn,  and  Learning  left  its  Seat, 

'  f  1  i  ■  T  t  ■  T'  I  i  :■  ‘  i  --f  V 

In  happier  Climes  to  find  a  fife  Retreat ; 
Sharp-pointed  Satire  now^  we  ceafe  to  fear, 

"  '  '  ’  "  %  '  r  *  Z’  I 

-  -  -  ♦  -  4.  ^  ^ ,  j.  ^  ^ 

And  Vice  unbridled  runs  her  full  Career 

V  ,  n  r  •  I  , .  j  .  I  >  i  - 

Plain-dealing  Wycherly,  who  knew  the  Age 

Deferv’d  Reproof,  is  banifh’J  from  the  Stage. 

% 

The  comic  A'lufc  is  curb’d - a  fine  Pretence ! 


r'N 


-L 


Left  lafhing  Vice  fhou’d  give  to  fome  Offence. 


•  f 


%  .  k  .  , 

Whv  let  thofe  wince  whofe  Follies  there  are  fhewn, 
^  ^ 

And  each  Behold,  r  learn  to  cure  his  own  ; 


F  a 


In 


>-1. 
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In  the  refleding  Mirror  view  his  Face, 

t 

And  form  his  Condud  by  the  Mufe’s  Glafs ; 

Prune  his  Behaviour  with  the  ftri^'eft  Care, 

And  Satire’s  dreadful  Teeth  he  need  not  fear. 

Then  native  Wit  again  wou'd  ralfe  its  Head, 

.  r 

And  modern  Poets  vie  with  Authors  dead ; 

/  •  r-  •  •  I 

Italian  Eunuchs  too  wou’d  leave  the  Land, 

And  Beaux  be  pleas’d  with  what  they  underftand ; 

*  ^ 

The  rigid  Prude  with  Shame  wou’d  view  her  Form, 
And  vain  Coquets  their  lavifh  Condu5:  mourn  ; 

I  *  ^ 

The  carelefs  Husband  blufh  at  his  Neglc61 ; 

“  .  k  .  4.1 

And  modifh  Wives  behave  with  more  Rcfpedl. 

Oh  !  cou’d  each  Town,  like  you,  throughout  the 
Nation, 

Boaft  fuch  Examples  to  this  Reformation, 

■  * 

Alluring  Vice,  ere  this,  had  hid  her  Head, 

And  Virtue  flhone  refulgent  in  her  Stead. 

Hail! 


[  69  ] 

Hail !  happy  Barum  !  whom  fuch  Glories  grace,  • 
Nor  think  that  Time  your  Honour  can  deface; 

✓ 

Some  nobler  Genius  Ihall  record  your  Name, 

And  future  Ages  fing  your  lalling' Fame. 


A  .  P  R,  O  L  O  G  U  E. 

-  •  -i  f  ’  ,  v 

Spoken  at  T'ruro^  in  a  Dearth  of  Biifinefs. 

^  -  y 

♦  t  j 

i.  'i 

■T  N  Pharaoh’s  Time,  when  a  rebellious  Land, 

With  impious  Pride, "dar’d  the  Almighty  Hand; 

/  * 

Ill-favouf’d  Famine  o’er  the  Country  flew, 

And  Ifrael’s  Sons  on  fruitful  JPgyP  threw : 

There,' well  fupply’d  with  all  they  cou’d  deflre, 

'  s 

Happy  they  liv’d,  ’till  Jo/eph  did  expire. 

Then  Pow’r  tyrannic,  did  the  Race  detain, 

And  fcorn’d  His  Arm,  who  King  o’er  Kings.did  reign  ; 

In 

t 
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In  Tasks  nioft  hajrd-His^Chofen' they  employ’d, 

And,  for  thefe  Crimes,  faw  their  Firft-born  deftroy’d  : 
The  teeming Xarth  no.  more  its  Beauties  yield, 

But  livid  Light’aing  fcorch’d  the  verdant  Field. 

T  So  we,  oncexrown’d  with  your  indulgent  Smile, 
With  great  Regret  forfook  this  fertile  Soil :  * 

Pleas’d  we  return’d-^ - But,  to  our  Sorrow,  found 

The  blooming  chang’d  ’  to  barren  Ground. 

No  more  our  fludied  Labours  pay  their  Coll, 

Ofmyn  and  Zara — ^mourn-your  Favour  loft  :  ; ' 

'  Tears 'no  tender,  Hearts  fubdue;  ,  f‘i,  • 

Loft  to  herfelf^^ — worfc.:r- — forfook,  by  you. 
While  gay  Lothario.)  vain  and  deaf  to  Senie, 

Laments  in  private - for  the  Want  of  Pence.  . 

Such  is  our  State,  poor  fublUnary  Things! 

By  Day  we’re  wretched,  tho’  by.  Night  we’re -Kings. 

Ladies, 

*  The  Company  being  fent  for  to  Th'omith,  thro’  the  Caprice  of 
the  Manager,  who  rtfiiicd  there. 


[  71'  ] 

*  *  *  '  * 

t 

Ladles,  fupport  us  with  your  wonted  Spirit ;  ■  ' 

Encouragement’s  th’  enliv’ning  Sun  of  Alerit:  '  '  ' 

Your  Smiles  will  loon  a  plenteous  Harveft  yield, 

And  blels  with  Grain  this  long  unfruitful  Field), 

•  •  N  •  -  ^  ^ 

»  •  .  ‘  I  j 

. .  .  ■'  ■  '  '  - - -  ,  >r^  -  .  y 

‘  .  ^  <  k  .  i  *  t  ■  I 

I  * 

/ 

*  'w  ■  »>-<••  ’  .-V 

An  E  P  I  L  O  G  U  E 

To  a  Comedy,  call’d,  A  'Bold  Stroke  foi-  a  Wife. 

*  f 

OU’VETeen  To-night  our  Soldier  top  h’s  Part: 
A  Afan  made  up'of  Valour,  Love,'  and  Art.  ^ 

.  Four  Monflers  to  fubdue - ’twas  v’ery  hard ! 

Yet  fir’d  by  Love,  to  free  the  injur’d  Ward, 

He  bravely  pufh’d,  and  nobly  forc’d  tlie  Guard. 

Not  like  a  modern,  luke-warm,  fighing  Lover, 

Who  boldly  asks  Confent,  and  then  ’tis  over : 


But 


[  ] ' 

But  if  her  wife  Mamma  the  Bargain  hinders. 

His  Flame  s  extinftj  his  Fuel's  turn'd  to  Cinders; 

Calmly  the  Nymph  forfakes,  and  eke  the  Mother, 

And,  well  content,  refolves  to  try  another. 

Our  Hero  of  To-night  knew  better  Things ; 

His  Love  and  Courage  gave  Invention  Wings ; 

In  different  Shapes  each  Guardian  to  fubdue,  * 

\  ^ 

And  prove  by  Labour  that  his  Love  was  true. 

'  « 

Ladies,  I  wiffi  each  fair  Beholder  here,  - 
May  find  a  Lover  with  as  little  Fear ; 

Who  bravely  dares  Love's  dang'rous  Path  to  walk, 
And  fhew  himfelf  a  Man  in  more  than  Talk  ; 
Whofe  Courage,  Wit,  and  Conftancy,  may  prove 
Himfelf  a  Feignwelly  w'orthy  of  her  Love. 

When  fuch  appear,  I  hope  they’ll  ever  find, 

Each,  like  our  Colonel,  his  Lovely  kind. 


A  PRO 
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A  PROLOGUE. 

<  *  _  - 

Adclrefs’d  to  a  Society  of  Gentlemen  of  Great  Tar-- 
mouthy  who  call’d  themfelves  SCALDS,  and  fpofce 
before  The  Fop's  Fortune ;  which  was  aded  at  the 
Theatre,  by  their  Defire,  in  the  Year  1744. 

■pERMiT,  great  Sirs,  fince  Mafons  make  a  Pother, 
And  talk  of  this  and  that,  and  one  and  t’other. 
My  feeble  Mufe,  in  artlefi  Strains,  to  fhew 
The  pleafing  Praife  that  to  your  Merit’s  due. 

Rejeft  not  Truth  altho’  a  Riven  fings ; 

The  Peafant’s  Thanks  are  grateful  as  a  King’s. 

Oft  have  I  heard,  on  our  itinerant  Stage, 

A  Mafon  boafi:  of  all  that  cou’d  engage  j 

Addreffing  thus  the  lift’ning  Audience  : - - 

“  You’ve  feen  me  oft  in  Gold  and  Ermine  drefs’d, 

“  Wearing  of  ihort-liv’d  Honours  on  my  Breaft; 

G  “  But 


[  74  ] 

I 

“  Bat  now  the  honourable  Badge  I  wear, 

“  Giyes  me  an  indelible  high  Charafter ; 

“  And  thus  by  our  Grand  Mafter  I  am  fent, 

To  tell  you  what  by  Mafonry  is  meant. 

♦  ^ 

t 

“  If  all  the  focial  Virtues  of  the  Mind  ; 

“  If  an  extenlive  Love  to  all  Mankind, 

“  An'  hofpitable  Welcome  to  a  Gueft, 

“  Or  fpeedy  Charity  to  the  Diftrefs’d  ; 

“  If  due  Regard  to  Liberty  and  Laws, 

“  Zeal  for  our  King,  and  for  our  Country's  Caufe  ; 

“  If  thcfe  are  Principles  deferving  Fame, 

“  Let  Mafons  ftill  enjoy  the  Praife  they  claim.” 

But  thcfe,  and  more,  to  gen'rous  Scalds  are  due ; 

To  Love,  to  Honour,  and  to  Virtue,  true. 

They  have  no  Secrets  from  Mankind  conceal’d ; 
Frieridflaip  and  Love  fiiine  brighteft  when  reveal  d, 

:  ‘  Ladies, 


[  75  ] 


Ladies,  behold  the  Men,  whom  nought  can  move 
To  Adions  vile,  or  bale  diflembled  Love ! 

In  cv’ry  Station  honeft,  juft,  and  good  ; 

Free  from  the  bad  Effects  of  vicious  Blood. 

On  you,  as  his  Support,  each  Scald  relies ; 

O  chear  him  with  the  Sun-fhine  of  your  Eyes : 

So  Iball  their  Years  rowl  round  in  foft  Delight ; 

While  Friendflaip  ctowns  the  Day,  and  Love  the  Night. 


On  a  certain  A  C  T  O  R’s  Infl:ru6i:lon. 


AYS  Ape-all  to  Worthy, 

9 

Mien ! 


44 


Shew  Pride  in  your 


“  Let  Malice  indignant  dart  forth  from  your  Eyne : 
“  Behold  but  my  i^fped!  That  match,  if  you  can  ; 
“  My  Envy  and  State  :  Zoons,  Sir,  Fm  the  Man.” 


.  [  76  ] 

To  which  Worthy  reply ’d ;  “  Sir,  all  will  agree, 
Tis  Nature  in  you,  but  ’tis  A61ing  in  me,” 


A  PROLOGUE 

In  Honour  of  the  Duke  of  CUMBERLAND. 
Spoken  by  the  A  U  T  H  O  R,  at  Lynn, 

In  the  Year  1746^. 


w  HEN  proud  ambitious  France,  with  Envy,  faw 
LhcBritiJh  Lyon  ftrike  the  World  with  Awe, 
His  Pride  was  gall’d  ;  that  Rich  a  Spot  of  Ground, 
Shou’d  be  the  Terror  of  the  Nations  round. 


Elufh’d  with  his  paft  Succefs,  he  ftraif  refolv’d 
To  reign  defpotic  Monarch  of  the  World. 

But  how  this  Land  to  bend  ?  for  well  he  knew 
That  only  Britons,  Britons  can  fubduc. 


Vain 
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Vain  Schemes  he  form’d  ;  refolv’d  on  this  alone. 

To  fix  a  popifh  Tool  on  England's  Throne. 

Then  bold  Rebellion,  wing’d  with  Gallic  Rage, 

I 

Prefum’d,  in  Britain's  Ifle,  a  War  to  wage : 

Their  bigot  P - fome  rebel  Scots  obey. 

And  weak  defencelels  Towns  became  their  Prey  ; 

Of  Slavery  proud,  led  on  by  France  and  Spain^ 

They  robb’d  and  pillag’d  wherefoe’er  they  came. 

i 

Then  mighty  WlhhlAM,  glorious  Hero,  rofe, 
Refolv’d  to  fcourge  thcle  bafe  inteftine  Foes : 

He  GEORGE'S  Thunder,  dealt  with  dreadful  Hand, 
And  drove  Rebellion  to  its  native  Land. 

So  when  the  Sons  of  Earth  prefum’d  to  rife 
Againft  immortal  yove^  and  Icale  the  Skies ; 

With  Arrogance  awhile  they  dar’d  the  God, 

Nor  fear’d  the  Weight  of  his  avenging  Rod  : 


But 
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But  when  his.  Thunder  fhook  the  rebel  Train 

% 

They  Tunk  to  Earthy  and  all  was  Peace  again,  * 

Hail  ;  youthful  Wanior,  fprung  from  Sacred 

GEORGE; 

The  Dread  of  Fra/ic/y  and  Superftition’s  Scourge : 
Long  may  thy  fpringing  Liurds  grace  thy  B  ow^ 

And  force  ihe  World  to  En^Iifh  Arms  to  bow. 
Britons^  your  great  Deliverer  revert ! 

Nor  let  your  Souls  be  funk  in  ahj.d  Fear ; 

The  Pow  r  of  haughty  you  may  defy, 

And  fafcly  on  the  Hero's  Arm  rely. 

O  may  he  live  his  Glories  to  eiicreale, 

And  bids  our  Land  with  Liberty  and  Peace. 

4i 


A  PRO- 
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A  PROLOGUE. 


Intended  for  the  Opening  of  the  New  Theatre  in 


Neisocajile  upon  Tyne. 

In  the  Year  174^. 


O  make  Mankind  by  gentle  Methods  wife, 

( 


Virtues  applaud,  and  Vices  to  defpile  ; 
To  fcorn  the  Fop,  the  Gentleman  to  praife, 
Debafe  the  Harlot,  and  the  Veftal  raife  ; 

To  fiiame  the  Mifer  from  Exccfs  of  Care, 
And  teach  the  fpendthrift  Prodigal  to  fpare : 
For  this  the  Comic  Mufe,  in  various  Guife, 
Bade  human  Kind,  Be  merry y  and  he  ^ife. 


Shalefpeary  great  Bard,  purfu’d  the  generous  Plan, 
And  ftrove,  like  T’erenccy  to  improve  the  Man  ; 


On 


a 


:V  E 

^7T'' 
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.  -f- 

On  Fancy*s  Wings  he  foar’d,  and  Thoughts  fublime 
Prov’d'his  Acquaintance  with  the  tuneful  Nine ; 
Taught  Kings  to  fcorn  an  arbitrary  Sway, 

And  urg’d  rebellious  Subjeds  to  obey  : 

Shew  d  us  that  Vice,  awhile,  might  proudly  reign, 
And  Virtue  groan  beneath  the  Oppreflbr’s  Chain.’ 
Thefe  ufeful  LelTons  fung  the  Avonian  Bard,  ' 
And  never-fading  Laurels  were  his  juft  Reward. 

For  this  great  Ufe  firft  Theatres  arofc, 

And  dar’d  the  fadious  Rage  of  Virtue’s  Foes : 

From  Aims,  like  thefe,  the  Adors  Science  fprung. 
And  met  Indulgence,  tho’  the  Art  was  young. 


But,  Oh !  for  us,  what  Fears  my  Breaft  doth  feel ! 
The  Source  of  which,  in  Duty  I’ll  reveal : 

With  Pleafure  fir’d,  this  Circle  we  Purvey, 

And  own  a  Debt  which  we  can  ne’er  repay. 


/ 


Here, 


r  8'  ] 

Here,  on  their  Thrones,  refulgent  Beauties  fit, 
Attended  by  their  Favourites,  Senfe  and  Wit : 

Here  ftrideft  Judgement  beams  from  ev'ry  Part, 
Brightens  the  Eye,  and  dignifies  the  Heart : 

Here  nervous  Senfe  is  join’d  with  native  Eafc ; 

I 

How  arduous  then  muft  be  the  Task  to  pleai'e! 
Great  are  our  Judges !  What  remains  to  do  ? 

Why  own  our  Faults - and  thus  for  Mercy  fue. 

Pardon  our  Failings,  fpare  our  Want  of  Spirit  j 
Where  Candour  reigns,  Endeavours  pafs  for  Merit : 
With  grateful  Hearts  we  offer  all  our  Store, 

And  do  our  beft^= - great  Gar  rich  does  no  more. 

Ladies,  to  your  Protedion  take  the  Stage ; 
Support  the  Scourge  of  a  degenerate  Age : 

Flourilh  it  muft,  if  you  vouchfafe  to  fmile, 

And  often  deign  to  grace  this  new-rais’d  Pile. 


% 


Ao 
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•  /“• 

An  ELEGIAC  EPILOGUE. 

Written  on  the  Death  of  His  Royal  Highnefs 
FREDERICK,  Prince  of  L E S. 

The  Curtain  rtfes  to  foft  Muficl,  and  difcovers  BRI¬ 
TANNIA,  feated  in  deep  Mourning.  She  comes 
forward. 

« 

O  more. - - - 

Thcfe  fokmn  Sounds,  fad  Loolcs,  and  fable  Drefs, 

But  ill  the  Sorrows  of  the  Heart  exprcfs. 

* 

Thefe  Tricks  of  Woe  a  joyful  Heir  can  play, 

Whofe  griping  Father  Death  has  fnatch’d  away  : 

► 

Our  fatal  Lofs,  muft  real  Grkf  impart 
To  every  lucid  Sluice  that  drains  the. Heart. 

“  Hung  be  the  Hcav'ns  with  Black  ;  yield  Day  to 

“  Night;” 

« 

Let  all-abforbing  Darknds  banifli  Light ; 


Let 


r 
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Let  fiery  Meteors  thro*  the  Skies  be  hurl’d, 

And  threat  Deftrudion  to  a  guilty  World : 

Let  Nature’s  Face  be  all  one  wat’ry  Eye, 

And  weeping  Rivers,  never  more  be  dry. 

The  Joy,  the  Hope,  of  ev’ry  Britons  fled  ; 

FRED' RICK,  the  much-lov’d  FRED' RICK,  is  dead|- 

Fame  catch  the  Sound,  and  bear  Kr-itannia’s 
Griefs 

#  I. 

I 

To  diftant  Shores,  view  well  their  feeptred  Chiefs : 

For  once  be  juft  to  Truth,  and  loudly  own 
That  all  their. Virtues  beam’d  in  Him  alone. 

Tho’  born  to  govern,  yet  He  found  the  Way, 

With  due  Submiffion,  humbly  to  obey  :  ■ 

Arts  He  encourag’d,  Merit  He  rever’d  ; 

Lov’d  by  the  Good,  and  by  the  Vicious  fear’d 
’Fheir  wilely  Schemes  with  Reafon’s  Eye  He  view’d, 
And  all  His  Study  w'as  His  Country’s  Good. 

H  a  From 


t 


I 
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From  Him  tfie  Son  might  filial  Duty  learn  ; 

None  more  cou’d  feel  a  Father’s  kind  Concern  : 
Steady  in  Virtue’s  Track  He  walk’d  thro’  Life; 

Bkfs  d  in  His  Progeny,  and  beauteous  Wife: 

A  Friend  to  all,  but  moft  to  Liberty  ; 

View  all  that’s  Great  and  Good,  and  that  was  He. 

/ 

0r 

Mourn,  Britons,  mourn  !  weeping  your  Lcfs  deplore, 
That  Virtuous,  Great,  and  Good,  is  now  no  more. 


A  prologue 


To  7^he  Fatal  Extravagance. 

Spoke  by  the  Author,  who  aded  Belmour. 
O  INCE  to  inftru(51:,  and  to  delight  the  Afind 

The  Stage  was  form’d  ;  from  thence  to  teach 
Mankind 

Vices  to  fhun,  bright  Virtues  to  approve. 

And  bad  contracted  Habits  to  remove : 

To- 
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To-night  we  treat  ye  with  a  Tale  of  Woe, 

Will  make  each  gen’rous  Eye  with  Pity  flow. 

) 

No  fceptred  Chiefs  adorn  this  mournful  Scene, 

No  fighing  Lover,  or  no  dying  Queen : 

In  Nature’s  plaineft  Garb  Diftrels  appears, 

Wearing  no  Gems,  but  fympathizing  Tears. 

i 

-  .  V  [ 

-  If  to  behold  a  Father’s  heaving  Breaft, 

Rack’d  with  the  Thought  of  Babes,  and  Wife,  diftrcls’d; 

If  tender  Strugglings  and  contending  Sighs,  | 

Can  claim  the  liquid  Brilliants  from  your  Eyes ;  ij 

If  from  the  fad  Example  you  are  are  Ihewn 

J 

Of  Belmour's  Ruin,  you  avoid  your  own  j  i 


The  Poet  then  fucceeds^  Since  he  defign’d, 
Not  only  to  divert,  but  ferve  Mankind. 


C  8«  ] 

The  UNION  of 

GENIUS,  JUDGEMENT, 

and  NATURE. 

A  TALE. 

% 

Written  in  the  Year-  1743. 

'  ■  ^  1 

N  r  U  S  and  Judg  cment  chanc’d  to  meet, 

And  talk  of  different  Things ; 

Judgement  mov’d  flow,  with  aged  Feet, 

While  Genius  foar’d  on  Wings. 

*  *■ 

\ 

“  My  Friend,”  cry’d  Genius,  “  long  I’ve  fought 
“  Thy  guiding  Aid  to  find  ; 

Yet  when  I  mount,  with  Fancy  fraught, 

“  You  coolly  lag  behind. 


«  To 
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“  To  Painter,  Poet,  and  Divine, 

“  Some  Knowledge  you  impart ; 

For  once  unite  your  Strength  with  mine, 
“  To  grace  the  Ador’s  Art.”  ■ 

Judgement  confents :  Great  Nature  join’d  ; 

She  crown’d  the  favourite  Plan  : 

0 

To  One  they  all  their  Pow’r  confign’d  ; 
And  Garrick  prov’d  the  Man. 

“  Go  forth,”  they  laid,  “  by  us  impow’r’d, 
“  All  human  Shapes  alTume.” 

The  vaft  Applaufe  each  Audience  fhow’r’d, 
Reach’d  mighty  Shake  spear’s  Tomb. 


Peal  follow’d  Peal,  they  wak’d  the  Bard, 
Who  op’d  his  flumb’ring  Eyes  : 

The  Voice  of  Fame  ferenely  heard  : 

Then  biiefly  thus  replies : 


[  88  ] 

Yaur  Hero’s  Praife,  old  Time  will  Ihew 
“  To  be  of  fliort  Duration  ; 

The  Day  will  come,  when  all  mufl  know 
“  Throughout  the  Britijh  Nation : 

In  Richard,  Lear,  and  Hamiet  lurk, 
“  What  other  Adors  fcorn  j 
Genius  and  Judgement  do' the  Work, 
“  He  only  lends  his  Form.” 


[  89  ] 

The  Sweets  of  WOKINGHAM.* 

/ 

A  S  ^  N  G. 

I 


QiNCE  foine  have  fung  of  N^Jlor’s  Cjp^ 

Attend  my  true  and  trufty  Sam  ; 

Charge,  charge  the  Glafles  ;  fill  ’em  up  ; 

We’ll  fing  the  Sweets  of  Wokingham* 

No  am’rous  Youth,  to  meet  his  Fair, 

s 

With  more  impatient  Wilhes  ran, 

Than  what  attend  our  Footfteps  here, 

To  fip  the  Sweets  of  Wokingham* 

The  Sw’ain,  on  Delia's^  Breafl:  reclin’d, 

In  Rapture  cries,  “  How  blefs’d  I  am !”! 

More  blefs’d  is  he,  and  lefs  confin’d. 

Who  fips  the  Sweets  of  Wokingham* 

I  They 

*  A  China  Punch-Bowl,  call’d  by  that  Name,  of  a  capacious 
Size^  the  Sweets  of  which  are  well  known  to  the  Author,  and 
many  of  his  Friends, 


1 
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They  brag  of  Blifs  which  Lovers  tafte  ; 

Believe  them  not,  'tis  all  a  Flam  j 
Mere  Rapture  hangs  about  the  Waift 
Of  Joy-difpencing  Wohngbam. 

Let  Gluttons  boaft  delicious  Fare, 

\ 

Their  Turkeys,  Peas,  green  Geefe,  and  Lamb; 
Turtle,  and  Soup,  with  larded  Hare, 

Muft  all  fubmit  to'  WuhifJgham. 

With  tir’d  Jaws,  and  Belly  lin’d, 

Cries  Epeure^  “  How  dull  I  am !” 

But  we  to  Mirth  are  more  inclin’d, 

The  more  we  fip  from  JVulingham, 

Let  Mifers  doat  on  ill-got  Pelf, 

And  think  they’re  rich  !  ’tis  all  a  Sham : 

The  only  true  fubftahtial  Wealth, 

Is  v,hat  we  fip  from  Wokingham. 


Gold 
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Gold  caufes  Carcj  and  breaks  our  Reft, 
Its  fleeting  Joys  muft  leave  Sir  Mam' : 
No  Mortals  can  be  truly  blefs’d, 

But  thofe  who  fip  from  Wokingham, 


The  Gamcfter  who  in  Loo  delights, 

Is  greatly  pleas’d  to  hold  the  Pam  j 
Far  better  pleas’d  we  pafs  the  Nights, 
When  feated  round  fair  W okingham. 

But  ftiould  the  fickle  Goddefs  frown, 

How  Fiend-like  does  he  curfe  and'damn  ? 
Not  fo  appear  the  fprightly  Round, 

Who  fip  the  Sweets  of  W jkingham. 


Since  fuch  the  State  of  human  Kind, 


'  What  Joys  I  feel !  how  blefs’u  I  am ! 


r 
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Whatever  mortal  Senfe  can  know 
Of  real  Blifs,  without,  one  Pang ; 

O  may  it  here  for  ever  flow, 

To  blefs  the  Friends  of  Wolingham, 


^  ^ againft  CANNING 

Or,  Who  w’as  at  Enfield  now  ? 


A  SONG. 


attend  to  the  Words  of  a  Friend^ 
Advice  is  rtje<Sled  by  many  ; 

Mankind  is  fo  wrong,  we  dance  with  the  Throng, 

And  barter  our  Souls  for  a  Penny. 


Our 
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Our  Parties  and  Faftions  have  caus’d  fuch  Diftraftions, 
Like  Ships  in  a  Tempeft  we’re  driven  ; 

r 

Our  Patriots  juft,  are  blinded  with  Duft, 

Which  flies  in  the  Houfe  of  S—  S - . 

Such  Decifions  in  L—  no  Mortal  e’er  faw,  i 

For  J - of  late  has  been  tipfey  ; 

And  the  Honour  and  State  of  a  M - great, 

Has  been  tack’d  to  the  Tale  of  a  Gipfey. 

•  '  t*  • •  .• 

Some  fwore  ftie  was  here,  others  fwore  ftie  was  there, 
No  Doubt  they  were  both  in  the  Right ,  , 

For  by  Authors  we’re  told,  that  Witches  of  Old, 
Could  circle  the  Earth  in  a  Night, 

Now  Canning  muft  dance  to  India  or  France^ 

While  fleeping  fair  Truth  lhail  lie  fnug  : 

Triumphant  old  S'{uires^  fupported  by  Lyars, 

/ 

Has  prov’d  all  her  Wrongs  a  Hum-bug. 


Then 
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Then  Gipfies  rejoice,  and  with  general  Voice, 

Pay  your  Thanks  to  your  Friends  of  Ahbotshury  z 

To  the  Health  of  your  King  make  old  bforwood  ring, 
And  (juafF  him  in  Cyder  and  Perry. 

✓ 

By  Lying  and  Swearing,  and  much.  Perfevering, 

Such  Wretches  will  ruin  the  Nation  ; 

Unlefs  we  unite  in  the  Caufe  of  the  Right, 

And  honeftly  ad  in  our  Station. 

Since  fuch  our  Condition,  Jove  hear  my  Petition, 

And  give  fervent  Wifhes  their  Scope  ; 

May  all  honeft  Souls  find  young  Girls  that  are  kind, 
But  Villains  and  Gipfies  a  Rope. 

k.jcl 


A  Tete 
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A  Tete  a  Tete  CONVERSATION, 

Between  the  French  King  and  his  Minifter. 

/ 

A  S  O  N  G. 

Written  in  the'  Year  I755« 


HEN  Louis  the  Protad,  took  it  into  his  Head 
To  quarrel  with  England^  to  Mercoile  he  faid ; 

Yon  old  infolent  Ifle - -tfaofe  Britons  by  Name,  - 

Exceed  us  in  Wealth,  and  out-fliine  us  in  Fame,  * 

Derry  dovon,  &c. 


“  I  hate  and  detefl:  them,  becaule  they  are  free;  - 
“  They  muft  be  enflav’d,  if  they’re  Subjects  to  me: 

“  Then  tell  me,  I  pray,  how  the  Thing  may  be  done? 
‘‘  For  Louis  would  ravage  all  under  the  Sun,” 

Derry  down,  5Cc. 

Then 
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Then  Mircciik  rcply’d,  “  Your  Majefty  knows, 

“  If  you  quarrel  with  England.,  you  are  fure  to  get 
Blows : 

“  They  value  their  Beef  and  their  Liberties  high, 

“  And  when  cither’s  in  Danger  they’ll  conquer  or  die,” 

Derry  down,  6Cc» 


“  I’ll  fend,”  cry’d  the  King,  “  fixty  Thoufand  and  more, 
In  flat-bottom  Boats  to  land  on  their  Shore, 

“  With  Cb —  at  their  Head ;  and,  ev’ry  one  knows, 

“  The  St - ts  to  Liberty  always  were  Foes, 

Derry  aown,  Scc. 

Provide  me  a  Fleet,  and  an  Army  to  plunder; 

“  Thefe  infolent  Britons  will  quickly  knock, under  : 

The  Thunder  of  France  lhall  greatly  affright  ’em  j 
“  Burn,  fink,  and  deftroy  all  Things  that  you  light  on,” 

Derry  down,  5Cc. 

The 


f 
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The  Minifter  anfwer’d,  but  firft  paus’d  awhile ; 

“  Your  Majefty’s  Orders  are  gracious  and  mild  : 

“  In  the  Vai  is-Gazette  fuch  Threats  lhall  be  written, 

“  Will  Europe  alarm,  and  terrify  Britain, 

Derry  do^n,  SCc, 

«  But  as  for  your  Navy,  you  very  well  know, 

’Tis  badly  provided  to  ftrifce  fuch  a  Blow ; 

“  Secure  from  Difafter,  I  beg  it  may  reft, 

“  And  make  a  Parade  in  the  Harbour  of  Brejl, 

'  Derry  d(rwn,  6Cc. 

“  Sliould  Hawle  or  Bofcawen  fall  in  with  your  Fleet, 
They  are  certainly  fare  your  grand  Scheme  to  defeat ; 
“  Your  Troops  will  be  bang’d,  your  Ships  will  be  taken, 
“  And  your  Power  defpotic  be  terribly  fhaken, 

Derry  down,  8Cc. 
K  “  Remember, 


[  98  ]  ,  ' 

“  Remember,  dread  Sir!  how  their  Heroes  of  Old, 

W  hen  greatly  provok  d,  with  your  Realms  did  make 
“  bold  ; 

Then  roufe  not  the  Lion,  for  what  has  been  done 

“  By  HE  NR  r and  E  D  WAR  D,  Old  GEORGE 

\ 

“  may  perform,”  ’ 

Derry  douun^  6vc. 

.  it 

# 

/ 

The  Monarch,  in  Anger,  turn’d  fhort  on  his  Heel, 

And  fwore  his  great  Vengeance  that  Eoafter  fhould  feel : 
His  vain  Gafconades  were  too  long  to  rehearfe  ; 

But  he  dropp  d  the  Invalion - lo  ended  the  Farce, 

Derry  duwn^  6Cc. 


DAMON’S 


I 
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DJMON's  RESOLUTION: 

Or,  A  CURE  for  LOVE. 

A  SONG. 


THEN  Phillis  fet  Damons  fond  Heart  in  a  Flame, 
He  told  her  his  Paffion,'  his  SufF’ring  and  Pain  ; 
W.th  Sighs,  Sobs,  and  Anguifh,  he  eft  did  complain. 
But  Ihll  ine-  receiv’d  him  with  Scorn  and  Diidain  : 

i 

With  tendered  Words,  he  did  Pity  implore, 

And  begg’d  that  her  Smiles  his  loft  Health  might  reftore ; 
But  as  fhe  hard  hearted  and  cruel  did  prove, 

Kind  Fortune  foon  gave  him  a  Cure  for  his  Love. 


i 

a 

1 

1 

-• 

t 

■ 

! 


As  early  one  Morning,  to  vifit  the  Fair, 

With  rapturous  Tranfport,  the  Youth  did  repair  ? 

At  Toilet  file  fate,  her  Face  to  improve, 

And  counterfeit  Charms,  that  Hearts  file  might  move. 

K  2  I  icr 


i  I 

' 

I 


\ 

{  ! 
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Her  bright  briUant  Eyes,  once  blacker  than  Sloes, 
Were  funk  in  her  Head,  and  run  like  her  Nofe ; 

With  Cheeks  that  were  fallow,  and  Hair  that  was  red, 
She  lookd  like  the  D-^ - 1,  juft  rifen  from  Bed, 

Her  flowing  black  Ringlets  were  hung  on  a  Pin  j 
Her  beautiful  Mouth  not  a  Tooth  had  within  ; 

Her  Forehead  was  wrinkled ;  her  Eye-brows  were  gone  j 
And  appall’d  at  his  Sight,  Ihe  turn’d  into  Stone. 
Aftonifh’d  he  ftood,  and  gaz’d  on  the  Hag  : 

His  Senfes  returning - he  gave  her  the  Bag ; 

Down  Stairs  fwiftly  running,  he  folemnly  fwore, 

He  would  languifh  and  figh  for  Women  no  more. 

I 

f 

Complexions  they  make,  with  Carmine  and  White  Lead ; 
Which  fpeedily  vanilb,  when  laid  in  a  Bed  : 

Should  many  a  Lover  his  Fair  One  furprize, 

*^Hc  foon  would  be  free  from  her  conqu’ring  Eyes. 

Love’s 


[  lol  ] 

Love's  pow’iful  Darr,  my  brave  Bqcks,  we’ll  defy  ; 
Bv  Bacchus  we’ll  live,  and  by  Bacchus  we’ll  die : 

I 

His  pow’rful  Juice  can  all  Sorrows  remove ; 

And  ’tis  the  beft  Noftrura  to  cure  you  of  Love. 


An  EPISTLE. 

Addrefs’d  to  WILLIAM  BULTEEL,  Efqj  of 

I’  1 

Elect ^  near  Modbary^  in  DevonJJnrCy  1737-  ’  : 

# 

«  I 

jp  E  R  M I T  me,  Sir,  in  artlefs  Strains,  to  fing 

The  pleafingPraife  which  does  from  Virtue  fpring: 
Affift  Apollo^  and  the  Sacred  Nine ; 

Let  eafy  Numbers  flow  in  every  Line, 

To  fing  a  Lay  fo  great,  and  fo  divine. 

Hail !  happy  Fleet !  the  Patriot’s  bleft  Retreat ; 

The  Nurfe  of  Virtue,  and  the  Mufcs  Seat ; 


Not 
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Nor  triple  .Mounts,  but  Bounties  fpread  thy  Fame, 

_  •  • 

And  give  to  Envy’s  Tongue  an  endiels  Theme. 

/ 

To  you  the  Stranger  is  a  welcome  Guef!: ; 

Your  Doors  expanded  fland  to  the  Diftrefs’d  : 

While  others  boafl  f  Titles^  Pomp  and  Name, 

YouVe  fix'd  on  Honour's  Kafc  a  lailing  Fame, 

Tho''MaibIe  Monuments  dilTolve  away, 

« 

TfUt  Worth  and  Virtue  never  can  decay  : 

The  loftieft  Spire,  by  Time,  in  Duft  muft  lie, 

.  I 

But  your  exalted  Praife  fhail  Tinje  defy. 


So,  at  Lni’d  Delptos,  long  a  Temple  Hood, 
Devoted  to  the  Honour  of  a  God  ; 


Sunk  in  the  Arms  of  Time  its  Ruins  lie, 

f 

But  DJphic  Oracles  can  never  die. 


/ 


C  HH  T 


.  -  \ 


C  H  I 


N 
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T  CHAT. 


A  S  CccUa  and  SyMa  together  were  fate, 

E.TipIo)  ing  the  Minutes  in  innocent  Chat ; 

They  various  Themes  and  Subjects  ran  o’er, 

And  came  at  the  laft  to  Love’s  pleafing  Pow’r. 

Says  CxHa  to  Sylvia^  “  My  Dear,  it  is  Time 

“  That  Wedlock  you  knew,  for  now  is  your  Prime;”  , 

For  Cidia  w'as  marry ’d,  and  therefore  thought  fit. 

Her  Friend,  like  heifelf,  (hould  to  Hymen  fubralt-  •  ; 

She  repeated  the  Proverb,  and  fain  would  peifvvadej 

That  Apes  Ihe  muH  lead,  if  Oie  dy’d  an  old  Maid. 

/ 

A  terrible  Sentence!  - — And  thus  file  run  .on, ,  • 

’Till  Sylvia,  thinking  ’twas  Time  ihe  had  done. 

Thus  aptly  reply ’d;  “  Dear  Cedia^  give  o’er, 

“  For  all  you  can  fay,  Fll  not  part  v/ith  rny  Pow’r; 

“  In  your  tenible  Sentence  no  Danger  I  fee  ; 

“  I  had  ratheriead  Apes— than  an  Ape  fiiould  lead  rac.” 


Xfe  ‘.41 


On 


I 
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\ 


On  Kiffing  a  pretty  Chambermaid, 
At  the  Coch,  in  Stony-Stratjord, 

I 

JF  Lips  dole  join’d  Tuch  heav’nly  Joys  impart, 

To  thrill  the  beating  Pulfe,  and  fire  the  Heart ; 
What  Blils  extatic  mull  that  Mortal  prove, 

Who  revels  in  her  Arms,  and  drinks  large  Draughts  of 
Love  ? 


A  Receipt  to  make  a  CRITIC. 


Written  at  Hull,  in  Torlfloire,  1750. 


Pride,  Folly,  and  Fortune,  take  each  a  large 
Handful ; 

A  Look  that’s  fagacious,  and  Voice  that’s  not  manful ; 
Of  Knowledge  a  Grain,  and  a  Scruple  of  Learning  ; 

A  large  Stock  of  Nonfenfe,  but  none  of  Difcerning : 

To 
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To  an  Impudence  ftrong,  and  Malice  profound. 

Of  Rage,  Luft,  and  Revenge,  at  leaft,  add  a  Pound : 

Then  work  up  the  Mafs  in  the  Lifcenefs  of  P - le ; 

you’ll  make. a  . prime  Critic — —or  elfe  a  prime  Fool. 


An  Epitaph  on  H— ~Y  N— R— s.  Comedian. 

Written  at  Yorli^  in  the  Year  1751. 

k 

T  J  ERE  lies  the  Body  of  comic  Harry  ; 

But  where’s  his  Soul  ? - Aye,  marry, 

* 

That  neither  you  or  I  can  tell : 

I  hope  in  Heaven  ;  if  fo,  ’tis  well ; 

Or  Ihould  it  downward  be  directed, 

’Tis  no  more  than  he  expefted. 

> 

W 


Written 
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*  ?  r 

I  •  '•  .  » 

-  I  -  ...... 

Written  on  a  '  W  I  N  D  O  W, 

-  -  -  » 

At  the '  White  Harty  "at  ■  S - ,  in  Norfolk  ;  the 

Author  and  Company  being  difappointed  of  their 
..  ■  X^mner*..  _  ... .  ..... — — ....... .. .... . .  .. 

i 

* 

In  the  .Year  1752.  ,  .  / 

/ 

T)  Y  oUf  Hunger  and  Fare,  let  allTrav’llersbe  warn  d ; 

Nor  enter  this  Inn,  becaufe  its  Sign-Poft’s  adorn’d 
With  Bacchus  and  Ceres,  Apollo  and  Charon, 

Arms,  Monllers,  and  Devils,  for  Puppies  to  ftare  on. 

o  * 

Remember  the  Proverb  fays,  No  Bujh  needs  good  Witte ; 
Nor  that  Houle  a  Decoy,  where  you  decently  dine. 

Had  Job,  with  his  Patience,  but  baited  at  S - 

He  had  foon  curs’d  his  M - ,  and  ruin’d  his  Soul: 

Nay,  Senecas  Self  muft  have  fell  to  vile  Specching ; 
And  Cato,  the  Stoic,  to  Railing  and  Birching. 


16.  .>]/• 


Their 


[ml 

Their  Tongues  would  have  taken  a  Latitude  vaft, 

If  their  Lips  had  partook  of  our  wretched  Repaft. 

Salted  Beef,  and  roaft  Veal,  with  Meggots  great  Plenty, 

And  rare  ftinking  Salmon,  if  that  will  content  ye :  , 

Boil’d  Pudding  that's  rotten,  and  Bread  that  is  mufty, 

I 

With  Dregs  of  ftale  Beer,  and  a  Landlady  cruft y. 

Then  Lucifer  arife,  and  demand  the  whole  Throng, 

ForfuchHofts,Cooks,and.Drawers,to  you  muft  belong: 

And  it  oft  has  been  faid,  and  with  Equity  too,  ♦ 

^  S  j 

his  Mare,  and  the  D-^i  his  Due.  j ! 

I  i 

'  '  !■  ^ 


Let  the  Man  have 


.  J- My-rl 


s  ■  -ii.  A.'  ^l■  ^ 
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An  Epistle  to  an  eminent  ACTOR, 

/ 

\  '  * 

> 

Greatly  regarded  for  his  theatrical  Capacity,  but  more 
for  his  good  Qualities  in  private  Life* 


S  I  R. 

w  H I L  E  many  draw  their  Pens  in  Spite, 

And  rail,  inftead  of  judging  right ; 
When  Envy,  Spl  een,  and  Views  of  Gain, 

The  venom’d  Ink  of  Critics  drain  ; 

And  w'eekly  Writers,  dauntleis  grown, 

Allow  no  Merit - but  their  own  ; 

Permit  a  Friend,  in  artkfs'Lays, 

From  Flattery  free,  to  fing  your  Praife : 

That  Praife,  which  Worth,  in  ev’ry  Station, 
Has  Rich!  to  claim  from  all  the  Nation. 


If 
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If  focial  Virtues  Merit  be, 

None  muft  difpute  the  Palm  with  thee : 
Your  filial  Piety  alone, 

Would  for  a  thoufand  Faults  attone. 
Connubial  Blifs,  and  Friendlhip’s  Flame, 
To  Rapture’s  Height  muft  Pure  attain, 
When  leafed  in  that  gen’rous  Breaft, 
Where  Love  fincere  and  Honour  Reft. 

But  Critics  cry,  “  Why  all  this  Fufs  ? 
“  The  Heart's  of  no  Concern  to  us.” 
Excufe  me,  Hearts  of  fuch  a  Falhion, 
Can  beft  exprels  a  tender  Paffion. 

How  Ihould  a  Bofom,  fenc’d  with  Steel, 
Afflidion's  pointed  Arrow  feel  ? 

Or  Honour’s  glorious  Path  be  fliewn, 

By  thofe  to  whom  it  is  not  known  ? 


Jdow 


/ 


[  no  ) 

How  ftiould  a  favage  Mind,  exprels 
All-foothing  Pity’s  native  Drefs  ? 

For  Love  fits  awkwardly  on  thofe, 

Who  never  felt  his  pleafing  Woeso 
Grant  me  but  this ;  and  I  aflert. 

An  Actor’s  Merit’s  in  his  Heart : 

*  A 

And  when  a  pleafing  Form  is  join’d 
With  Eafe,  and  Adion  unconfin’d ; 

A  Voice  that’s  fwcet,  an  Eye  that’s  ftrong, 
With  Judgement’s  Rein  to  guide  the  Throng 
Of  PaClons,  as  they  fall  and  rife  ; 

Then  each  enraptur’d  Audience  cries, 

*•  This  Adtor,  by,  great  Nature’s  Laws, 

“  Doth  juftly  merit  our  Applaufe.” 

The  fpacious  Dome  with  Claps  relound, 
And  A'Tciit  with  Rew’ard  is  crown  d. 


[  J»I  ] 


That  fuch  SiKcefs  attends  on  you, :  ■  , 

None  can  deny  ;  all  know  it  true. 

When  Romo*s  heart-felt,  heaving  Sigh, 

Draws  lucid  Drops  from  Beauty  s  Eye ; 

Or  youthful  Henry  -W ar  doth  wage, 

Or  Hotfpur’s  Wrongs  provoke  his  Rage  ; 

Scnfe-thrilling  Paflions  feize  the  Throng, 

Charm’d  with  the  Mufick  of  thy  Tongue  : 
♦ 

(^r  when  in  comic  lighter  Strain, 

The  Lady  left  upbraids  her  Swain, 

Your  laughing  Eafe  and  Humour,  prove  ■ 
A  fair  Excufe  for  lawlefs  Love ; 

Soft  Peace  returns,  rude  Anger  flits. 

And  Honour’s  Seif’s  the  Sacrifice  ; 

♦  % 

While  many  wifh,  like  her,  to  run 
To  lVilmor6%  Arms,  and  be  undone. 


[  ] 

In  fliort,  if  Fig  ure,  Voice,  and  Eafc, 

I 

With  Induftry,  have  Charms  to  pleafe  ; 

Since  Copying  Teems  the  Point  in  View, 

Theatric  Sprouts  fhould  copy  you.. 

'  ""  I 

MEANWELL. 


Lines  prefented  to  Mifs  P-ll-y  And-s-n, 

'  Late  of  Newcajile  upon  T’yne. 

Written  by  Dcfire  of  a  LADY. 

w  I T  H  kind  Indulgence,  thou  extatic  Maid  I 
Accept  the  Tribute  in  thefe  Lines  convey’d : 
Not  prone  to  Flatt’ry,  or  to  Merit  blind ; 

Truth,  honeft  Truth’s  the  Idol  of  my  Mind. 


Hail! 


[  ”3  ] 

I'lall !  Source  of  Blifs !  foie  Object  of  Delight ! 

In  whom  the  Graces,  and  the  Loves  unite. 

Great  Jove,  to  form  a  Paragon  defign’d, 

€ 

Supream  in  Beauty,  and  fupream  in  Mind ; 

Anxious  to  make  the  radiant  Form  coropleat, 

With  blooming  Sweetnefs  blended  fprightly  Wit ; 
Ravilh’d  J  he  gaz’d,  on  what  his  Hands  had  done, 
Then  call’d  the  beauteous  Being  And—f^n. 

Ceafe,  fenfelefs  Prudes,  your  envious  Tongues  to  raife; 

Alike  to  her’s  your  Cenfure  or  your  Praife. 

PLUME. 


Her  EPITAPH. 


^OTAY,  Reader,  ftay,  and  drop  a  Tear :  Here  lies 

The  Gay,  the  Fair,  the  Virtuous,  and  the  Wife, 

( 

A  Form  angelic,  a  celeftial  Mind, 

For  happier  Worlds,  and  nobler  Blifs  defign'd, 


\ 


Death 


[  “4  ] 


Death  faw — —He  gaz’d,  enamour’d  on  her  Charms ; 
Refolv  d,  and  fnatch’d  her  to  his  icy  Arms. 

Thou  dear  Remains,  accept  this  Tribute,  due 
To  matchlefs  Worth  and  Innocence,  like  you. 


Virtuous  Maria  tow’r’d  above  her  Sex  : 

“  True,  fhe  was  fair;  Oh!  how  divinely  fair! 

“  But  ftill  the  lovely  Maid  improv’d  her  Charms 
“  With  Sandity  of  Manners” - - 

.  CATO. 


On  reading  an  Inscription 

In  the  Church-Yard  of  Sr.  Peter’ Mancroft^  in  Nur- 
'wichf  to  the  Memory  of  WILLIAM  ANGUISH^ 
who  dy’d,  fife. 


T^E  NEATH  this  Stone  does  Anguijh  lie  ? 

’Tis  paft  Belief!  Can  Anguijh  die ! 

While,  plung’d  in  Sin,  the  World  does  languilh, 
Pain  will  cxift,  and  live  muft  Anguijh, 


An 


[  1 


An  inscription 

For  the  Picture  of  the  CHAIRMAN  of  the 
Blith-Day  Society,  at  t\iQ  Bull  -  Head  and  Three 

Tuns. 

Behold  the  Man,  whofe  foclal  Worth  and  P arts. 
Have  bound,  in  feftiveWreaths,  our  joyous  Hearts: 
To  him  we  owe  the  Pkafures  we  receive ; 

To  him  is  due  what  Honours  we  can  give. 

If  great  Good-nature,  join’d  with  manly  Senfe  ; 

Proud  to  oblige,  and  eager  to  dilpenfe 

Friendfhip’s  warm  Joy - If  thefe  be  Virtues?  own 

You  view  ’em  all  difplay’d  in  A// LIH H  G  TOM. 


M  2 


The 


[  “6  ] 


The  Chairman’s  Acknowledgement; 

Or,  Stanzas  written  on  a  worthy  Member’s  pre- 

fenting  the  SOCIETY  with  a  Chair, 
for  his  UE. 

Efiglijh  King,  by  Law  appointed, 

In  *  Edward! s  Chair  to  be  anointed, 

Lels  real  Tranfport  knows, 

Than  that  which  glows  within  my  Breall  j 
Thus  leated  here,  and  thus  carefs’d, 

Where  every  Blelling  flows. 

1 

Behold  a  joyous,  fprightly  Band 
Of  Friends,  united  Heart  and  Hand, 

By  Humour,  Wine,  and  Mirth. 

Here  Pieafure  treads  her  jocund  Round  | 

Here  Peace,  and  Joy,  and  Wit  abound  ; 

Who  more  can  wilh  on  Earth? 

While 


*  Et'Px'ard  die  CoiifefTor’s,  in  which  our  Kings  are  crown’d. 


[  117  ] 

While  feated  in  this  easy  Chair, 

I  ne’er  fhall  envy  Londons  Mayor, 

Or  G  EO  RGB  on  Britain  s  Throne. 
On  gaudy  State  hangs  anxious  Care, 

A  galling  Load,  which  they  rauft  bear. 

But  here  is  never  known. 


The  Judge’s  Bench  and  Speaker’s  Seat, 

Are  fill’d  by  Perfons  wife  and  great ; 

Yet  Comus  from  ’em  runs : 

Refolv’d  extatic  Blifs  to  prove. 

And  dwell  with  Freedom,  Senle,  and  Love, 
At  the  Bull-Head  and  T’uns, 


/ 


A 


V 


[  -8  ] 

The  D - L’s  RECEIPT 

To  make  a  L  Y  A  R. 

Pride,  Spleen  and  Rancour,  take  plentiful  fftorc, 
The  Honour  cf  Si—d*,  and  the  Truth  of  aW—er 
The  Soul  of  that  Wretch,  who  his  Matter  betray’d ; 
With  the  Heart  of  a  Hare,  that  dreads  his  own  Shade : 
The  Serpent’s  vile  Tongue,  which  our  Mother  beguil’d  j 
A  Crocodile’s  Teeth,  but  be  fure  they  are  fil’d  : 

To  the  meaneft  of  Forms,  add  great  Self-conceit, 

And  you’re  fure  to  behold  a  Lyar  compleat. 

*  A  Villain  feveral  Time£  whipp’d,  for  being  a  notorious  Cheat. 


BRITAIN'^ 


-•'V - - 


•A  A' 


[  II9  ] 


B  R  I  TA  I  N’s  GLORY: 

Or,  The  YEAR  1759. 

A  SONG. 

HE  Genius  of  Britain'^  triumphant  once  more. 


Her  Thunder  has  frighted  Shore  : 

Attend,  my  brave  Boys,  while  our  Deeds  I  rehearfe ; 

m 

Such  Deeds  as  were  never  recorded  in  Veife. 

Long  penfive  we  fat,  deje61:ed  and  low, 

The  Pity  of  Friends,  and  the  Scorn  of  the  Foe, 

In  Bonds  ignominious ;  'till  Heav’n  thought  fit 
The  Fox  to  unkennel,  and  give  us  a  Pitt, 

% 

Our  Warriors  unfetter’d,  had  Orders  to  fight. 

And  the  Lion  refolv’d  to  do  himfelf  Right  j 
St.  Malo’s  remembers  his  terrible  Roar, 

And  the  Baibn  of  Qberburgh'i  a  Bafon  no  more. 


Our 


[  ] 


Our  Cannon  unmuzzl’d,  were  heard  fir  and  near. 
From  the  Bay  of  St.  Ca/s  to  the  Fall  of  Ni’gare : 

In  hot  fouthern  Climes  (Fame  blazon  the  Story) 

We  reduc’d  Senegal  and  feiz’d  upon  Goree. 

At  CapeBrcton^  theKey  of  their  new-found-out  France, 

« 

t 

Our  Soldiers  and  Sailors  have  taught  them  a  Dance  ; 
The  Meafure  not  pleafing,  nor  caring  to  flay. 

They  furrender’d  the  Town,  and - all  danc’d  away. 

Thus  flulh’d  withSuccefs,  toCrownPomf  we  march’d  on, 
But  when  w'e  came  there,  the  Heroes  were  gone  j 
Themfelves  to  preferve,  and  our  Ardour  to  check, 
Thefe  capering  Chiefs  danc’d  on  to  j^uePec. 

But  true  Courage  no  Dangers  can  fright, 

Brave  Saunders  and  Wolfe,  determin’d  to  fight. 


O’er 


[  III  ] 

O’er  Lakes,  Rocks  and  Rivers,  thefe  Heroes  advance, 

i 

Defpifing  the  Threats  and  the  Blufter  pf  France. 


Made  bold  by  Defpair  the  French  flood  at  Bay, 

But  ourHighland  broad  Swords  drove  them  quickly  away : 
“  SacraDieu!”  they  roar’d  out,  “  our  Monarch’s  undone ! 
“  Thefe  Britons  are  Devils” —  So  from  them  they  run. 


Let  the  loud  Trump  of  Fame  thefe  Tidings  convey. 
To  Louis  the  Proud ;  that  his  Troops,  in  Difmay ! 
Their  Laurels  have  yielded  our  Temples  to  deck ; 
And  his  Glory  is  lofl,  as  w'ell  as  ^ehec. 


hLU  u  M 

M 
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N  NEPrUNEh 
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NEPTUNFs  RESIGNATION: 

Or,  Stanzas  written  on  the  NAVAL  VICTORY 
obtain’d  by  Sir  EDWARD  HAWKE,  November 
*75P>  off  Belkijle. 

wat’ry  God,  great  Neptune !  lay 
In  Dalliance  foft  and  am’rous  Play 
On  Amphitrite'^  Bread : 

When  Uproar  rear’d  its  horrid  Head  ; 

The  Tritons  dirunfc,  the  Nereids  fled, 

And  all  their  Fear  confefs’d. 

Loud  Thunder  ftiook  the  vafl  Domain  ; 

The  liquid  World  was  wrapp’d  in  Flame ; 

The  God,  amazed,  fpoke ! 

“  Ye  Winds  go  forth,  and  make  it  known, 

“  Who  dare  to  lhake  my  coral  'Ihrone, 

“  And  fill  my  Realms  with  Smoke.” 


The 


The  Winds,  obfcqu’ous,  at  his  Word, 
Sprung  ftrongly  up  t’  obey  their  Lord, 
And  faw  two  Fleets  aweigh  : 

One,  viftorious  WKE,  was  thine  ; 
The  other  Conflans  wretched  line, 

In  Terror  and  Difmay  ! 

Appall’d  !  they  view  Britannia'^  Sons, 
Deal  Death  and  Slaughter  from  their  Guns 
And  ftrike  the  dreadful  Blow ! 

Which  caus’d  ill-fated  Slaves 

To  find  a  Tomb  in  Briny  Waves, 

And  fink  to  Shades  below. 

With  Speed  they  fly,  and  tell  their  Ctiicf, 
That  France  was  ruin’d  pall  Relief, 


I 


[  -124  ] 

And  JVKE  triumphant  rode  : 

“  HAWKE  r  cry’d  the  Fair;  “  Pray,  who  is  he,. 
“  Who  dare  ufurp  this  Pow’r  at  Sea, 

/ 

“  And  thus  infult  a  God  ?” 

The  Winds  reply,  “  In  diftant  Lands, 

“  There  reigns  a  King,  whofe  A-fight  withftands 
“  All  proud  defpotic  Force  ; 

I  ^ 

“  And,  when  his  floating  Cattles  rowl 
“  From  Sea  to  Sea,  and  Pole  to  Pole, 

‘‘  Great  HAWKE  direds  their  Courfe. 

/ 

“  Or  when  his  winged  Bullets  fly 
“To  punilh  Fraud  and  Perfidy, 

“  Or  fcourge  a  guilty  Land ; 

“  Then  gallant  HAWKE,  lerenely  Great, 

Tho’  Death  and  Carnage  round  him  wait, 

“  Performs  his  dread  Command.” 


t 


f 


[  115  ] 


Neptune,  with  Wonder,  heard  the  Story, 

Of  GEORGE’S  Sway,  and  Britain^  Glory, 

Which  Time  ftiall  ne’er  fubdue  : 

BO  SC J  WEN’S  Deeds,  and  SAUNDERS’  Fame. 
Join’d  with  brave  WO L  EE’s  immortal  Name } 
Then  cry’d,  “  Can  this  be  true !” 


“  A  King !  He  fure  muft  be  a  God ! 

“  Who  has  fuch  Heroes  at  His  Nod, 

“  To  govern  Earth  and  Sea  : 

“  I  yield  my  Trident  and  my  Crown, 

“  A  Tribute  due  to  fuch  Renown  ; 

“  Great  GEORGE  flhall  rule  for  ME.” 


r 
n 
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DAMON  and  D  E  L  I A  ^ 

Or,  The  R  E  T  R  E  A  T. 

A  SONG. 


J^E  NEATH  a  blooming  Myrtle's  Shade, 
One  Morn  fercne,  bright  Derm  laid. 
Involv’d  in  Thought  profound  ; 

She  view’d,  by  Turns,  the  Sun  and  Sky, 

The  lucid  Stream  which  flow’d  fafl-by, 

With  verdant  Meadows  bound. 


The  winged  Choir  their  Voices  rend, 

I 

Their  Throats  melodious  Notes  extend, 

/ 

Loud  Warblings  fill  the  Grove; 

While  bleating  Flocks,  in  fportive  Round, 
Seem  pleas’d  to  tread  the  enamell’d  Ground. 
And  breathe  foft  Sounds  of  Love. 


✓ 


«  O  blillful 


[  1^7  ] 


«  O  blifsful  State!”  the  Virgin  cry’d, 

«  Unknown  to  Envy,  Wealth  and  Pride  ; 

“  Here  Love  muft  ever  reign. 

“  Come,  Damon.,  come,  and  take  my  Hand, 

“  Delia  fubmits  to  Hymens  Band, 

“  And  fighs  to  blefs  her  Swain.  -  ‘ 

% 

Leave,  leave  your  gaudy  Train  behind  ; 

“  Give  State  and  Grandeur  to  the  Wind ; 

% 

“  Exclude  all  Pomp  and  Noife ! 

“  In  fweeter  Bowers  than  Eden’s  were ; 

“  The  Swain  more  blefs’d,  more  kind  the  Fair, 

Shall  quaff  ccleftial  Joys.” 

* 

< 

Damon^  who  chanc’d  that  Way  to  rove, 

And  heard  the  Maid  confefs  her  Love,, 

la 


\ 


[  ] 

In  Rapture  to  her  flew  : 

He  prefs’d  her  Hand  ;  he  Hole  a  Kifs ; 
They  reach’d  the  Height  of  hunlan  Blifs, 

r 

And  bid  the  Town  adieu. 


The  F  ^  R  r  S  VISION: 

Or,  General  ^FOLFE’s  GHOST. 

/ 

■'^^Ij^RAPP’D  in  the  awful  Gloom  of  Night, 

Tyrannic  Louis  lay ; 

Regardlels  of  his  Subjects  Plight, 

Or  Cares  which  vex  the  Day  : 

The  deep-ton’d  Bell,  with  folemn  Sound, 

Proclaim’d  the  filent  Hour ; 

When  injur’d  Speftres  cleave  the  Ground, 

To  fright  the  Slaves  of  Pow’r. 

Sunk 


I 


I 


[  1^9  ] 


Sunk  on  the  Breaft  of  P - r,  | 

! 

The  faithlefs  Monarch  fee !  | 

When  ftrait  a  Voice  cry’d,  ‘‘  Sleep  no  more  : 

Awake ! - Attend  to  me ! 

“  Forth  from  the  dreary  Vault  orDeath, 

“  A  mangled  Shade  is  come, 

(“  By  thy  curs’d  Schemes  of  Life  bereft,) 

“  To  tell  thee  France’s  Doom.  .  | 

i 

In  various  Quarters  of  the  World 
“  Thy  Forces  all  retire ; 

‘‘  While  Britain's  Bombs,  by  Juftice  hurl’d, 

“  Revenge  thy  murd’rous  Ire. 

% 

On  AJia’s  Plains,  thy  trembling  Hoft 
“  Her  weakeft  Pow’r  withftands ; 

“  Vain  Lally  flies  from  Poll  to  Poft  5 
“  And  BuJJy^  CO OTE  cc mmands. 

O 


[  >5°  ] 


t 


“  Cape  Bretons  Fall  began  thy  Woes ; 

“  Weep,  weep  for  Subjeds  flain  ! 

“  ^tehee's  poflefs’d  by  France's  Foes, 

“  And  Montreal  is  ta’en.” 

“  Heart-piercing  Sounds!”  the  Monarch  cry’d ; 

“  What  then  remains  for  me  ? 

“  Fall’n  from  the  top-moft  Spoke  of  Pride, 

I 

‘‘  Into  Misfortune’s  Sea. 

“  And  who  art  thou,  whole  bleeding  Form 

Ne’er-fading  Laurels  deck  ?” 

✓ 

« 

“  Remember  JFOLFE  !  who  led  the  Storm,  •  - 

“  And  fell  before  Eluehec." 

\ 

That  dreaded  Name  e’en  Kings  appal ; 

.  '  He,  Awe-ftruck,  bow’d  his  Head  ! 

I 

Then  cry’d,  “  Great  Chief!  rever’d  by  all, 

“  And  envy’d,  tho’  thou’rt  dead. 

“  Oh ! 


# 


[  tst  ] 


“  Oh !  take  a  wretched  Prince’s  Part ; 

“  To  Britain’s  So v ’reign  fpeed  ; 

/ 

“  Incline  His  noble,  gen’rous  Heart, 

“  To  grant  the  Terms  I  need.” 

“  You  may  yourfelf,”  the  Hero  faid, 

“  Make  mighty  GEORGE  your  Friend  j 

“  Renounce  the  Kingdoms  you  invade, 

“  And  bid  their  Sufi ’rings  end. 

“  Forego  the  guilty  Steps  you’ve  trod, 

“  In  Honour’s  Path  to  live  ; 

And  He  who  punifh’d  like  a  God, 

“  Will  like  a-  God  forgive.” 

This  fpoke,  he  fhrunk  to  fleeting  Air, 

And  left  the  King  to  wail  • 

f 

With  Groans  he  wak’d  the  fleeping  Fair, 

And  told  the  mournful  Tale. 

O  a 


BRITJNNJJ 


C,  J31  ] 


BRITAN  N  lA's  INVITATION 

To  Her  SONS, 

To  partake  of  the  Glory  of  the  intended 

E  X  P  E  D  I  T  I  o 


COME  on, my  brave 60ns,  lee  my  Enligns  advances 

_  .n 

To  puniih  once  more  the  Injuftice  of  France ; 
All  bold  loyal  Hearts  will  affifl  my  Defign, 

Who  wifti  well  to  their  King,  and  the  Proteftant  Line. 

C  H  O  R  U  S. 

From  the  Field  of  bright  Honour  no  Briton  nsoill  fly ; 
While  PITT  does  direSi  ye^ 

And  great  GEORGE  proteSl  ycy 
Proud  Gallia  Jhall  find  you  <will  conquer  or  die. 

They  know  my  grand  Navy,  the  Dread  of  the  World, 
At  GEORGE’S  Command,  my  loud  Thunder  has  hurl’d 

In 


[  '33  ] 

% 

In  Regions  remote;  and  the  Trumpet  of  Fame, 

To  Nations  unborn  lhall  my  Triumphs  proclaim. 

From  the  Field,  5Cc. 

The  vain  Monarch  of  France  did  make  a  Parade, 

And  Britain’s  bleft  Ifle  often  vow’d  to  invade  ; 

While  his  meagre  lank  Slaves,  with  Envy  revere 
The  Charms  of  your  Freedom,  your  Beef,  and  your 
Beer. 

Fro/n  the  Field,  SCc. 

Of  my  HENRrS,  my  EDJVARDS  and 
HA  WKES  they  have  heard  ; 

My  warlike  rough  Sons  her  fine  Fribbles  have  fear’d ; 
The  Battles  of  CreJJy  Agincourt  tell, 

I 

Like  Soldiers  you  fought,  and  like  Cowards  they  fell. 

From  the  Field,  oCc. 


Gieat 


[  *54  ] 


tJreat  PRUSSIA’S  brave  Troops  drive  old  Qjm 
about.; 

And  GRANSr  has  prov’d  that  my  Taylors  are  flout : 

Bold  and  AWi'fiSr  o’er  CW«  reian. 

And  HA  WK  EznA  BOS  CA  WE  N  ride  Lords  of 
the  Main. 

Froff^  the  Fields  Scc, 


VV  ith  Heroes,  liJce  tlielcj  you  have  nothing  to  fear, 

/ 

Wherever  they  Icjid  tivS  to  Honour  you  ftecr  c 
Iluz^a!  my  brave  Sons,  lee  my  Knfigns  advance! 

To  punilh  once  more  the  Injuftice  of  Trance. 

From  the  Fkldy  SCc. 


F  E  M  ALE 


[  >35  ] 


FEMALE  ADVICE. 

The  firft  STANZA  found  in  the  Clofct'of  a  LADY. 


"g^EAR  Celia^  let  not  faithkfs  Man, 

Your  Friendfliip  from  my  Bofom  draw ; 

Refift  the  Traitor  all  you  can, 

And  keep  the  abjed  Wretch  in  Awe. 

Regard  not,  tho’  he  bow  the  Knee, 

But  think  he  only  lloops  to  rife ; 

I 

His  Pray’r  once  granted,  foon  you’ll  lee, 

That  humble  Pofture  he'll  defpife. 

Wou’d  you  enjoy  your  prefent  Pow’r, 

His  fawning  Arts  with  Coldnefs  fee  ; 

Shou’d  Love  o’ercome,  that  fatal  Hour, 

A  wretched  Slave  will  make  of  thee. 

If 


I 


/ 
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If  you  a  Lover  wifli  to  keep, 

Ah !  never,  never  make  him  blefs’d  ; 

Grant  but  one  Favour  from  your  Heap, 
The  Traitor’s  fure  to  fteal  the  reft. 

I 

Remember  ^Jop,  fam’d  of  Old, 

Who  Profit  with  Delight  has  join’d  j 

A  plcafing  Tale  the  Grecian  told, 

Which  plainly  ftiews  a  Lover’s  Mind  : 

A  Peafant  thus  addrefs’d  an  Oak, 

“  An  Axe’s  Helm,  O  grant  to  me  !’* 

Obtaining  that,  with  deadly  Stroke, 

He  ftrait  attack'd  and  fell’d  the  Tree. 


[  '37  ] 


'  1 


The  ACTORS  ADDRESS 

TO  HIS 

MOST  SACRED  MAJESTY 

KING  G  £  0/2  G£  the  Third, 

On  His  ACCESSION  to  the  THRONE. 


■c  X  THILE,  to  our  Sov’reign  LORD  the  KING, 

^  *  All  States  of  Men  their  Tribute  bring  j 

I 

From  Thejpis  Sons,  accept,  dread  Sir! 

'  «, 

The  fervent  Wilhes  they  prefer. 

The  Muses  long,  a  jocund  Train, 

•  »  * 

In  Greece  had  fung,  nor  fung  in  vain  ; 

-When  two,  the  foremoft  of  the  Group,* 

To  keep  th’  rcflefting  Mirror  up 

P  Call'd 


*  ^haiia  and  theMufes  prefiding  over  Comedy  and 

Tragedy. 


I  '  • 


H-' 


/ 


[  liS  ] 

Call  d  for  Support :  The  Players  Art 
Stepp  d  in  to  bear  that  weighty  Part.  »  ^ 

She  flourifh  d  long  at  Greece  and  Ro^e  : 

In  all  free  States  flie  found  a  Home  : 

Thro’  Alhionh  life,  with  feeble  Rays, 

The  Sun  of  Genius  fpread  his  Blaze, 

t 

Till  Shale/pear  rofe,  in  great  Eliza's  Days ; 

Whole  Heav’n-born  Mufc  from  flow’ry  Eindus  came,* 
And  gave  to  England  an  immortal  Fame. 

V 

Then  Hemmings^  Condely  BurhagCy  Alleny  f  trod 

'  \ 

The  Field  of  Fahey  :  Arm’d  with  magic  Rod, 

•n. 

And  plaftic  Pow’rs,  taught  our  Sires,  tb  know 

That  Virtue’s  End  was  Blifs,  and  Vice’s  Woe'. 

•> 

In  this  fair  Light  the  Adlors  Art  appear’d,  "S- 

Grac’d  by  the  Good,  and  by  the  Vicious  fear’d,  V 
’Till  foul  Rebellion  its  fell  Standard  rear’d,  j 

Our 

*  A  Mountain  in  ^hrjfaly^  feignM  to  be  the  Seat  of  the  Musks* 

t  Cekbrated  A£lors  in  thofe  Days. 


) 


[  139  ] 

Our  dire  Divifions  we  forbear  to  tell  ; 

With  Kings  file  flourifii’d,  and  with  Kings  file  fell : 

Yet  her  Diftrefs  produc’d  one  lafting  Good, 

It  prov’d  her  Loyalty  in  Streams  of  Blood.* 

•  ^ 

Then  doubt  not,  Sir!  her  a'rdcnt  Pray’r 

Attends  on  You,  Britain^  Care 

May  Glory,  Health  and  Honour,  wait 

To  fweeten  Care,  the  Price  of  State  ; 

May  Vidory,  with  Laurel  crown’d. 

Your  Fame  to  diftant  Worlds  refound, 

’Till  France  her  bloody  Carnage  mourns, 

And  Bru£}a\  King  in  Reft  returns. 

Then  Peace,  with  Dove-like  Pinions  fpread, 

« 

Shall  hover  o’er  Your  Royal  Head  : 

I 

P  a  JVIay 

*  Moft  of  the  Aflors,  at  the  Time  of  the  Grand  Rebellion,  repair’d 
to  the  King’s  Standard,  were  honour’d  with  Commiffions,  and  fought 
firmly  in  Support  of  the  Royal  Caufe, 


[  MO  ] 

May  She  and  You  long  bkfs  this  Land  ; 
And,  when  You  tie  the  nuptial  Band, 

May  Beauty,  Virtue,  Love,  unite 
To  make  Your  Reign  ferene  and  bright ; 
That  when  (for.  Oh!  that  Hour  niuft  come) 
Exulting  Angels  bear  You  Home, 

Your  regal  Line  may  far  extend. 

And  rule  this  Ifle  ’till  Time  fhall  end. 


To  Mr.  HOGARTH, 

On  viewing  his  Picture  of  SIGISMUNDA, 

4 

T)ryden  live  to  fee  his  great  Defign, 
WhercBeauty’s  Charms  with  Love  and  Anguilh  join, 
To  flrike  admiring  Readers  with  Surprize, 

Or  force  the  lucid  Drop  from  pitying  Eyes, 

Copy'd  by  you  :  The  raptur’d  Bard  wou’d  own, 

Sad  Sigtfmunda  fcarce  'till  now  was  known  ; 


For 


[  ‘4»  ] 

For  all  acknowledge,  while  the  Piece  they  view, 
Hogarth  alone  cou’d  PAINT  what  Dryden  Drew, 


To  the  HONOURABLE 

r  H  O  MA  S  HA  R  L  ETy 

On  his  being  a  CANDIDATE  to  reprefent  the 
CITY  of  LONDON  in  PARLIAMENT. 


T  0  boaft  Defcent  is  but  an  empty  Claim  ; 

^Tis  Bounty,  Morals,  Wifdom  give  us  Fame 
Thy  Uncle's  Titles  can  no  Worth  impart, 
HARLETy  to  thee,  who  wears  an  honeft  Heart. 
But  ftiou'd  the  Sons  of  Freedom’s  publick  Voice, 
Confer  on  you  the  Honour  of  their  Choice, 

Be  this  thy  Pride ;  that  Fame  to  Time  ftiall  tell, 
No  Man  cou'd  better  act - -but  riw  fo  well. 


itA 


To 


.f  '1 


11  '-7 


i''V| 


[  Ml  ] 

To  a  certain  WRITER 

On  his  late  INVECTIVES. 


'^T^HILE  Murphy  by  Humour  endeavours  to  pleafe, 
And  Moments  of  Pain  turn  to  Moments  of  £afc 


The  bold-fronted  S — ,  with  Spleen  and  Pride  curs’d, 
Like  the  Frog  in  the  Fable’s  ready  to  burft  : 

Shall  fuch  wretched,  low  StuflF,  be  forc’d  on  the  Town, 

“  And  my  brave  Britijh  Hero  hardly  go  down  ? 

_ 

“  Shall  a  Writer  of  Farce  our  Senles  bewitch, 

“  And  rowl  us,  like  Puppies,  in  Filth  of  Fleet-Ditch  ? 

“  No. - Ye  Judges  of  Wit,  affert  your 'own  Caufe, 

“  And  the  Culprit  try  by  dogmatical  Laws !” 

% 

I 

O  Peace,  Smulkiriy  Peace - hear  the  Truth  I  impart; 

> 

Say  his  Writings  are  bad,  much  worfe  is  your  Heart. 


TRUE 


V'  c 


[  H3  ] 


1'  R  U  E  beaut  Y; 


A 


S  O  N  G. 


'  * 

Written  in  the  Year  17(^1’, 

T  Females  vain  on  Charms  rely, 

Which  c'onftitate  a  beauteous  Face  j 

♦ 

The  jetty  Hair,  the  fparkling  Eye,  1 
That  fill  with  Pride  the  fofter  Race : 

A  Voice  whofe  fweet  melodious  Sound 
•Excels  the  Nightingale’s  Ihrill  Song, 

May  fpread  extatic  Blils  around,  ”  "  ‘ 

And  captivate  the  lift’ning  Throng. 


.\’  V 

/•  . 


i  '  I  '  •  fa 
C.  i 


But  much  fuperior  are  to  thefe. 

The  lafting  Beauties  of  the  Mind  ; 
Wit  and  good  Humour  join’d  to  pleafe. 
And  Virtue  to  improve  Mankind  : 


I'hcfe, 


■V 


C  M4  ] 

Thefe,  tliefc  are  Graces,  thefe  are  Charms, 

A 

All-Judging  Heav’n  voachfaf ’d  to  prove 
Worthy  alone  a  MONARCH’S  Arms, 

And  CHJRLOTTE  bless’d  with  GEORGE’ s  Love.  • 

.  t 

On  this  bright  Union,  Heav'n-born  Maid, 

Fair  PEACE,  with  downy  Wings  return  ; 

To  bleeding  Lands,  O  grant  your  Aid ! 

Nor  let  GERMJNU  longer  mourn, 

Mercy  in  GEORGE’S  Breaft  o’erflows, 

Elood-ftained  War  He’d  not  purfue ; 

Wilhing  to  give  the  World  Repofe, 

* 

And  yield  His  Laurels  up  to  you. 


ON 


/ 


[  145  ] 


ON  THE 

PROCESSION  of  the  CORONATION, 


At  the  THEATRE  in  COFENT-GARDEK 
ANC  Y  and  Tafte  have  been  employ’d 


By  RiCHj  in  various  Ways; 

His  fportive  Scenes  our  Sires  enjoy’d, 

And  gave  their  warmeft  Praife  : 

In  Triumphs,*  and  in  fun’ral  Rites, f 

All  others  he  out-lhone  j 

« 

But  here,  to  add  to  our  Delights, 

He  has  bimfelf  out-done., 

*  Alexander's  Entry.  .  |  Juliet's  Proceffion. 


Q 


Mr.  WIGNELLh  CARD. 


T  O  th’  Friends  of  Jack  WigncU^  this  Card  he  fends 

greeting, 

Inviting  them  all  to  his  Whitfuntide  Meeting; 

Tho’  no  Nags  are  to  ftart,  or  fam’d  Bruifers  to  fight, 

I  ' 

He  prefumes  that  his  Fare  will  pleafe  Taftes  lels  polite  : 
If  good  Senfe,  and  fine  Writing  their  Palates  can  hit. 

He  has  Plenty  of  that - and  much  Room  in  his  Pit. 

To  influence  your  Votes,  he  boafts  no  Deferving, 

But  will  open  a  Houfe,  in  fam’d  Q/vent-Garden  % 
Where,  if  Ladies  are  pleas’d  in  his  Larder  to  look, 
Many  Dainties  they’ll  find,  and  Turn  Southern*  theCoofc. 

*  The  Author  of  OROONOKO,  which  was  a£ted  for 
Mr.  IflGNRLL's  Benefit  in  the  Year  1761. 


NAVAL 


r  H7  ] 


NAVAL  GLORY: 

Or,  The  i’Jf/TJSH  TARS  TRIUMPH. 

Sung  by  Mr.  VA  WC  £7%  at  the  T  H  E  A  T  R  E 

in  RICHMOND. 

E  Sons  of  blue  Neptum,  attend  to  my  Song, 

‘  ril  tell  you  in  Verfe  how  your  Fathers  behav’d ; 
In  Valour,  inRoughnels,  and  Loyalty  flrong, 

They  boldly  did  fight,  and  would  ne’er  be  enflav’d. 

CHORUS. 

Pi/fi  ahead,  Brother  Tars,  at  the  Call  of  the  Drum^ 
Mis  Glory  invites  ye  ;  then  come,  my  Boys,  come. 

When  Eh  I ZA  BETH  reign’d,  the  Spanif)  Armada, 
With  Colours  dilplay’d,  on  cur  Coaft  did  appear; 

I 

By  finking  and  burning  we  fpoil’d  their  Bravado, 

And  fcnt  them  away  with  a  Flea  in  their  Ear. 

Pujb  ahead,  &c. 
Q  a  When 


ii 


[  148  ] 

When  Jemmy^  from  Scotland,  fate  on  the  Throne, 
And  our  Navy  s  loud  Thunder  no  longer  was  hurl’d, 
The  Value  of  Tats  was  furprizingly  (hewn, 

For  Raleigh,  the  gallant,  encompafs’d  the  World. 

Pujb  ahead,  five. 

In  the  Days  of  Old  hdoll  no  State  dat’d  to  hector, 

But  daftardly  flew  when  our  Guns  ’gan  to  roar ; 

By  Mouth  cf  his  Cannon  ftill  fpoke  th'  Protedor ; 

Oi Prance,  Spain, zx^^Holl and,  he  drubb’d  theSides  fore. 

Pujh  ah&ady  Sec. 

When  CHA RLES  was reftor’d, our goodNeighbours, 
the  Dutch, 

Sent  Trump  and  De  Rutter  our  Channel  to  fweep. 
But  meeting  Prince  RUPERT,  he  bang’d  them  fo  much. 
They  acknowledg’d  the  Engli/Io  Lords  of  the  Deep. 

Pufb  ahead,  SCc. 

In 


/ 


'  I 


[  149  ] 

In  the  Year  Ninetv-tw.o  what  Bufinefs  was  done ! 

When  RUSSEL  and  Tor^Sille  engag'd  near  the  Shore? 
Why,  we  tatter'd  their  Fleet,  we  burnt  their  bright^///?, 
And  thtir  Glory  we  funk  in  an  Ocean  of  Gore. 

Tufo  ahead',  6Cc. 


In  the  Harbour  of  Utgo,  in  fpite  of  their  Boom, 

We  feiz’d  on  their  Treafure,  and  fir’d  their  Line  : 
When  EngUfhmen  grapple,  to  conquer’s  their  Doom  ; 
Life,  Freedom,  and  Glory,  their  Foes  muft  refign. 

Pujh  ahead,  2Cc, 


Thefe,  thefe  were  the  Deeds  of  your  Fathers  of  Old ; 
But  what  fiial]  be  faid  of  the  Tars  of  this  Reign  ? 

Their  A£ls  are  fo  mighty,  they  cannot  be  told  ; 

\ 

And  their  Conquefts  have  wcary’d  the  Trumpet  of 
Fame. 


Pujb  ahead,  6Cc. 


With 


fV-'iv  /  Y  '  y  ’//  U"’’  / 


[  150  ] 

With  Spirit  united  we’il  crufti  BRITAIN'S  Foes, 

A  Power  from  whence  all  our  Happinefs  fprings: 
Proud  France  lhall  be  forc’d  to  yield  Europe  Repoie, 
And  taught  to  fubmit  to  the  GreateR  of  KINGS. 

CHORUS. 

Fnjh  ahead^  Brother  Tars^  at  the  Call  of  the  Drunj^ 
Th  Glory  invites  ye  ;  then  comey  my  Boys,  come.  ' 


On  the  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

WILLIAM  PI  T  T, 


PITT  wasGuirTnn  of  BRITANNIA’S 

Fate, 

Of  Seals  pofTefs'd,  and  minifterial  State, 
firm  W’as  the  Patriot — ■ — Loud  his  Prailcs  rung 

\ 

hi  foreign  Climes,  the  Theme  of  ev’ry  Tongue  : 

Envy, 


f 


[  >5*  ] 

Envyj  with  Eyes  iskance^  beheld  his  Worth) 

And  leagu’d  with  Malice  of  infernal  Birth, 

O’er-turn’d  his  Schemes - His  Ads  do  dill  remain, 

And  muft  for  Ages  in  the  Rolls  of  Fame. 
JUGUSTA’s  Sons,  with  Pleafure,  view’d  the  Man 
Whofe  upright  Heart  refus’d  th’  ignoble  Plan 
By  Fizance  propos’d  ;  and,  from  an  abject  State, 

Made  BRlTA iN's  Subjeds  truly  Brave  and  Great : 
Exulting  Joy  their  grateful  Voices  mov’d. 

To  found  his  Praife ;  while  HEAV'N  md  GEORGE 

t 

approv'd. 

♦  Alludiiig  to  his  Reception  in  the  City  on  Lord-Mayor’s  Day,  which 

happen’d  foon  after  his  Refignation. 

« 

k,  M  jt^ 

'MM  . 
k.  M  M 

'tLM 


A  BUCK’S 


f  '52  ] 


A  B  U  C  K’s  Ramble  to  IVeflminfler, 

To  fee  the  C  O  R  O  N  A  T  I  O  N. 


A  SONG. 


Written  by  Defire  of  the  PLATTER  LODGE, 


in,  Hatton  -  Garden. 


OST  noble  Grand,  attend  to  me, 

I 

And  each  Buck  in  his  Station  j 


A  picafant  Tale  I’ll  tell  to  thee. 

Concerning  the  Coronation  : 

When  on  GEORGE  theThird  they  plac’d  the  Crown, 

T — - /t?,  a  Buck  of  high  Renown, 

To  Wejiminjler  went  boldly  down, 

To  fee  the  Coronation. 

Tho’  Bucks  are  honour’d  where  they’re  known,  ' 
And  gloiious  in  their  Station  ; 

By  Guards  and  Mob  they  may  be  o’erthrowm, 

And  kept  from  the  Coronation  ; 


A  Afagiftrate 


[  153  ] 

A  Magiftrate  without  his  Gown, 

> 

May  freely  pafs  quite  thro’  the  Town, 
And  with  his  Staff  knock  others  down, 
Who  croud  to  the  Coronation. 


I 

i 


This  the  fly  Buck  knew  very  well. 

So  dropp’d  his  joyous  Station  ; 

In  Pocket-Staff  he  did  excel 

Moft  Conftables  in  the  Nation  : 

“  Stand  by - make  Room - or  you  fhall  know, 

“  My  Rage  will  fpare  neither  Friend  or  Foe  ; 

It  is  refolv’d,  and  I  will  go, 

“To  affift  at  the  Coronation.”' 

I 

And  fir  ft  to  Palace-Tard  he  comes, 

Wh  ere  Crouds  had  took  their  Station ; 

The  Bifhops  refted  on  the  Drums, 

Which  beat  at  the  Coronation  : 


R 


With 


1 


[  154  ] 

With  Bread  and  W^ine  their  Souls  they  chear. 
The  Horfe  and  Foot  begg’d  good  Strong  B^er, 
The  Ladies  Hearts  went  pit-a-pat,  for  Fear 
They  Ihould  mifs  the  Coronation. 

He  walk’d  the  Stage,  and  tW  Abheji-Tard 
Became  our  Hero’s  Station ; 

Where  Bacchus  fliew’d  his  great  Regard 
To  our  KING  and. His  Coronation  : 

A  Fountain  run  with  fparfcling  Wine, 

Which  to  our  Buck  look’d  mighty  fine  ; 

But,  alas !  thought  he,  where  ftiall  I  dine. 

At  this  grand  Coronation. 

In  JVe/lmin/ler^HaU,  he  had  been  told. 

That  each  Degree  and  Station, 

Should  treated  be  like  Kings  of  Old, 

Who  rul’d  o’er  the  Britifi  Nation  : 


“  Thither.” 


[  *55  1 

»  Thither,”  he  cry’d,  “  I’m  refolv’d  to  go  ; 
“  Let  empty  Fools  attend  the  Show, 

“  In  Meat  there’s  real  Good  I  know  ; 

“  So  a  Fig  for  the  Coronation.” 


So  on  he  trudg’d  to  Rufus’  Gate,* 

Of  churlilh  Guards  the  Station  ; 

“  Produce,  cry’d  they,  “  your  Ticket  ftrait, 
“  Or  you  fee  net  the  Coronation 
On  that  our  Buck  pull’d  out  his  Staff; 

“  With  this,”  cry’d  he,  “  I’ll  eat  and  quaff ; 
“  And  at  the  Champion  loudly  laugh, 

“  As  any  at  the  Coronation.” 


They  bow’d,  gave  Way,  and  in  the  Hall 

He  dauntlefs  took  his  Station  ; 

Both  Wine  and  Fowls  were  at  his  Call, 

So  ends  my  long  Narration  : 

R  2  And 

*  IVefiininfier-lIall  is  faid  to  be  built  by  William  Rttfus^  the  fecond 
King  (if  England,  after  the  Norman  Conqueft. 


[  156  ] 

And  for  a  Proof  of  what  I  fay. 

He  brought  a  Pepper-Box  away, 

With  Dilhes,  Spoons  and  Lights,  to  difplay 
The  Glory  of  the  Coronation. 


lO’  I  think  ’tis  necelTary  to  inform  the  Brethren,  crV. 
that  the  loregoing  Account  was  taken  from  the 
Mouth  of  our  worthy  Brother;  and  has  received  no 
Addition  or  Ornament  from  me,  except  the  Metre 
fitould  be  admitted  as  fuch. 


io  the  MEMORY  of 

y  O  H  N  R  I  c  H,  Efq; 

Late  PAT E NT E  E  of  the  T H  E  A T R  E  R O YA  L 

in  C  O  FE  K  T  -  GyiR  DEN. 

y^E  T  Trophies  and  high-founding  Verfe, 

Confign  the  Great  to  Realms  of  Fame ; 

Truth  only  can  adorn  the  Hcarfr, 

And  Gcodnels  give  a  laftina:  Name. 


[  >57  ] 

While  humane  Feeling,  Friendftiip’s  Force, 
Paternal  Love,  and  Humour  reign  ; 

Let  Aialice  run  her  blackeft  Courfe, 

Thy  Merit,  RICH,  muft  ftill  remain. 

Permit  the  mcaneft  of  the  Throng, 

O’er  whom  thy  bounteous  Favour  Iprcad, 

To  fay,  That' he  who  lov’d  thee  long, 
When  living  ;  will  revere  thee,  dead. 

Did  I  poffefs  great  Drydcns  Fire, 

With  Ovid’s  foft  and  plaintive  Art ; 

Their  Powers  join’d  could  Icarce  infpire 
Ni^mbers  to  fpeafc  my  grateful  Heart. 

Yet  flinty  Breafts,  that  never  know 
Compaffion’s  Pang,  or  Sorrow’s  Tear  ; 

Will  ciy,  “  Thefe  Strains  from  Flattery  flow 
An  Imputation  mofl  I  ^ar. 


f  158  ] 

i-ight  lie  the  Tuif,  fweet  Ipring  t!*’  Flower, 
Where’er  thy  mortal  Part  is  laid  ; 

W  hen  Death  demands,  all  human  Pow’r 
Muft  pay  that  Tribute  thou  haft  paid. 


On  General  MONCKT  ON’s  SUCCESS 

At  MART  IN  ICO. 

Addrefs’d  to  GREAT-BRITA  IN. 


AIL!  happy  Me !  furrounded  by  the  Sea ; 
Thou  Throne  of  Commerce,  and  of  Liberty  : 
Blefs  d  in  a  PATRIOT  KING,  wLofe  glorious  Name 
Shines  firft,  and  faireft  in  the  Lifts  of  Fame. 


Lo  !  VicTORy  appears,  with  Laurel  crown’d  ! 

Whofe  fweet-ton’d  Trumpet  breathes  the  pi eaftng Sound 


(A  MONCKT  ON 
His  rapid  Conqueft - 


Glory;  and,  to  Time  conveys 
■Time  records  his  Prjiie  : 


W.dle 


[  159  ] 

While  Fear-ftruck  France  hears  rula’d  Subjects  tell, 
Brave  MO NCKTON came,  and  MJ  RT JNICO  fell. 


A  FRIENDLY  INVITATION 

4 

To  TOM  GO  ODfVTN’syof  RICHMOND. 

\ 

A 

A  T  RICHMOND,  long  famous  for  Profpeds 
and  Air, 

Where  Bloods,  Bucks,  and  Jemmys  from  London  repair, 
Juft  under  the  HILL,  there  lives  an  odd  Blade, 

Who  to  drink,  or  to  Ihoot,  is  never  afraid  : 

His  Humour  is  lively,  and  brisk  as  his  Ale, 

And  bis  Sunday  Plumb-Puddings  to  pleafe  never  fail. 

Ye  Lovers  of  Frolic,  pray  call  at  the  SU  N, 

And  tafte  GROSE^s  Shrub,  as  I  often  have  done. 

Ll  N  E  s 


/ 


[  i6o  ] 

Lines  wrote  at  Teddington  in  Middkfa, 

On  viewing  Mrs.  W _ FF _ T _ AT’s 

monument. 

QINCE  fuch  good  Nature,  Beauty,  Senfe  and  Wit, 
Does  to  all-conqu’ring  Death  at  laft  fubmit. 
Earth  veil  her  Faults. - — 

Ye  Fair,  be  warn’d  ;  nor  quit  the  thorny  Road 
Which  Virtue  treads,  for  Pleafure’s  fofc  Abode  : 

The  ccnfuring  World,  with  an  ill-natur’d  Eye, 

In  female  Frailty  ever  loves  to  pry  * 

And  Prudes  malicious,  with  affeded  Sneer, 

Will  thank  their  Stars  their  Charaders  are  clear : 

Yet,  Dian’s  Votaries,  mark  the  Tale  I  tell; 

Tempted,  like  her — like  her,  you  would  have  Ell. 


i 


The 


[  ] 


The  Lyon,  the  Cock,  and  the  Mule. 

A  FABLE. 

Humbly  addrefs’d  to  His  C - c  M - y. 


OINCE  you,  feduc’d  by  Frafjc/s  fpecious  Lore, 
Will  wafte  your  own,  to  fave  their  finking  Pow'r, 


Spurning  the  Friendfhip  of  the  Brave  and  Free, 
Great  Charles^  be  pleas’d  to  hear  a  Tale  from  me. 


A  Gallic  Cock,  imperious,  pert  and  vain, 

The  Scourge  of  feather’d  Slaves,  who  curs’d  his  Reign, 
Refolv’d  the  mighty  Lyon’s  Pow’r  to  try, 

♦ 

To  fcorn  his  Talons,  and  his  Fangs  defy  ; 

His  Realms  invade,  his  faithful  Subjeds  flay, 

And  force  the  milk-white  Steed  to  own  his  Sway. 
Leagu’d  with  a  Tygrefs  of  infernal  Brood, 


i 


-  5i 

•f 


G; 
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iVr 

I 
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They  thought  of  nothing  but  Revenge  and  Blood  : 

S 


For 


For  flie  the  tow’ring  Eagle’s  Kingdom  law, 

And  envy  d  what  fhe  fear’d  might  give  her  Law  : 

»  HisPow’r  extends,”  ihe  cry’d  ;  “  his  Glories  fliine  ; 
“  He  fhall  be  nothing,  if  he  is  not  mine  : 

“  The  northern  Bear  will  join  to  work  his  Fall ; 

“  Her  barb’rous  Cubs  muft  come  when  Acorns  call.” 

Some  fordid  Beafts  about  the  Lyon  flood, 

Anxious  lor  nothing  but  their  private  Good  ; 

hile  wrapp’d  in  Sleep  the  glor’ous  Monarch  lay, 
Defencelefs  Brutes  became  the  Jundo’s  Prey. 

By  Danger  wak’d,  his  rugged  Mane  he  rear’d  ; 

Roar  d  thrice,  and  flrait  his  vai’ant  Hawk  appear’d : 

“  With  Speed,”  he  cry’d,  “  make  Chanticleer  to  know 
I  can,  with  Eale,  chaflizc  lb  mean  a  Foe  : 

“  Deftroy  his  Force,  his  Granaries  inv^ade, 

“  Perfidious  Tyrants  fliould  in  Kind  be  paid  ; 


[  ] 

Beggar  his  SabjeS:s^  cTufh  his  darling  Pow 
Ltt  my  Revenge  whole  Colonics  devour* 

Away  he  flew  *  and,  e^er  the  glorious  Sun 

^  * 

Four  Revolutions  made,  all  this  was  done. 

The  creft-fall’n  Cock,  o’crcome  with  Want  and  Giief, 
Sent  to  his  Coufin  Mule  to  beg  Relief : 

The  Mule  aflenting,  join’d  the  ruin’d  Cock  j 
His  wretched  Subjects  felt  the  dreadful  Shock 

Of  Leo’s  Arms - Whether  they  fight  or  fly, 

One  Fate  attends  ’em— = — they  arc  furc  to  die. 

r-  -w  ■  * 

This  bloody  Slaughter  taught  the  Mule  to  know, 

That  War,  unjuft,  entails  perpetual  Woe  ; 

»  r 

Convinc’d,  he  mourn’d  his  Folly - but  in  vain  ; 

And  inch,  proud  K— — g,  will  be  the  Fate  of  — — /?. 

S  i 


[  1^4  ] 


The  LADIES  INVITATION 

To  MACBETH, 

Which  was  perform’d  at  the  THEATRE  ROYAL 
in  C O  H E  NT ^  G A R  E) E  N,  for  the  Benefit 
of  the  A  U  T  H  O  R,  in  the  Year  176a. 

I J  R  A  Y,  LADIES,  perufe 
This  Part  of  the  News, 

f  f 

To  rational  Fare  you’re  invited  : 

Where  great  SHAK ESPEA R’s  Art 

X. 

Will  touch  the  foft  Heart, 

And  mufical  Ears  be  delighted. 

Since  FERN 0 N  and  BEARD 
You've  frequently  heard, 

My  Mule  in  their  Praife  fhall  Hand  neuter  j 
And  offer  a  Difh 
Neither  Flefh,  Fowl  or  Fifh, 

Yet  cook’d  to  yourTafte  by  NED  SHUTER.  ' 

As 


[  «65  ] 


As  Courfes,  like  thefe, 

Muft  certainly  pleafe 

The  WITTY,  GOOD-HUMOUR’D,  and  GAY ; 
We  hope  each  fair  Gueft, 

Will  croud  to  our  Feaft 
On  Tuefday,  the  Eleventh  of  May* 


A  SONG. 

WRITTEN  ON 

The  REDUCTION  of  the  HAFJNNAH* 
Intended  to  be  fung  in  the  Charader  of  a  SAILOR, 

S 

^^OME  on,  Brother  TARS,  and  I’ll  tip  you  a  Stave, 
’Tis  by  Glory  and  Valour  infpir’d  ; 

Great  Deeds  have  been  done  by  us  Sons  of  the  Wave, 
And  the  London  Gazette  vve  have  tir’d  : 


A-y.l 


The 
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The  Spaniards  and  French,  who  our  Iflc  wou’d  invade. 
Our  .Credit  to  fink,  and  ruin  our  Trade, 

At  Jaft,  for  their  Pride,  have  been  curfediy  paid  ; 
We’ve  drubb’d  them,  and  ta’en  thsHAFANNJH. 

\ 

The  Force  of  our  Balls  make  our  Enemies  fly, 
Whenever  we  happen  to  meet  ’em  ; 

The  Pride  of  a  TxA^R.  is  to  connuer  or  die, 

And  we  ne’er  fee  our  Foes  but  we  beat  ’em  : 

Not  their  Thunder  united  our  Coafls  dare  annoy  ; 

Their  Ships  we  will  take,  and  their  Marbours  deflroy  ; 
Wherever  our  KING  fiiall  thole  HEROES  employ, 
Who  drubb’d  them,  and  took  the  HA  FAN  NAII. 

A  L  B  ’MA  R  L  E  and  brave  POCOCK  frclh  Laurels 
have  won, 

By  conqu’ring  FA  LA  S  CO  at  AIORO-, 

They  tatter’d  their  Jjcke(s^  they  ruin’d  the  DON, 

^  • 

And  took  of  his  Treafure  great  Store — —  O  r 


When 
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When  B;7V(?;75  agree,  who  their  Blows  can  withfland? 
We’ll  THUMP  them  at  Sea,  as  we’ve  Thumpp’o  ’em 
on  Land ; 

Let  POCOCK  and  KEPPEL^  thofc  brave  Boys, 
command, 

Who  brubb’d  them,  and  took  thzHAFANNAlL 


An  ODE. 

On  the  fame  GLORIOUS  OCCASION. 

high  Olympus  mighty  yOFE  was  fate. 

With  golden  Balance,  poifing  Europe’^  Fate, 

/ 

The  Synod  plac’d  around  : 

In  Silence  deep, 

They  lecm’d  to  weep, 

Thofe  fanguinary  Scenes  her  Sons  confound  ; 

When  PEACE,  bright  Maid,  the  Council  thus  addrels’d 
‘‘  O  hear  my  Suit  !  and  give  to  Europe  RcO:. 

Thofe 


[  '68  ] 

Thofe  fertile  Fields,  where  Ceres*  Subjects  fpread 
Her  yellow  Harveft,  now  entomb  the  Dead, 

‘‘  And  fire-ey’d  Slaughter  reigns : 

“  The  Arts  decline, 

“  Sad  Widows  pine, 

“  And  Freedom’s  Sons  are  bound  in  Thraldom’s  Chains. 

“  Thefe,  thefe  are  Woes  which  dire  Contention  brings; 
“  The  Curfe  of  PEASANTS,  and  the  Plague  of  KINGS. 

Do  THOU  !  great  Ruler  of  the  Earth  and  Deep, 

“  Reftrain  thy  Wrath !  O  let  thy  Thunder  fleep ! 

“  Long  banifh’d  PEACE  reftore; 

“  My  blifsful  Train 
“  Permit  to  reign  ; 

“  Ev’n  mailed  MARS  is  fide  with  human  Gore. 

“  A  golden  Age BRI TA NNIA ’s  S O  N  S  (hall  fee, 

“  PolTcfs’d  of  GEORGE,  of  FREEDOM,  and  of  ME.” 


The 


[  i<59  ] 


s 


■r 


t 

The  Virgin  ceas’d- - and  icon  the  Thunderer  fpoke : 

“  Sweet  Child  of  Heav’n !  to  avoid  a  Yoke 

“  Tyrannic  Power  did  form,  ,  . 

«  Fair  yfL  570  iV’s  Ille 
Forgot  to  fmile, 

Her  dreadful  Front  made  cieft*fall’n  GalU/Z  mourn  : 

“  The  weftern  World,  and  northern  Seas  declare 
“  How  GREAT  her  Adions,  and  how  JUST  the  War. 

“  Iberia's  King,  grown  pale  with  Envy,  faw 
“  Her  Fleets  and  Armies  give  to  Louis  Law  j 
“  Pride  fwell’d  his  haughty  Soul  j 
“  ylrm  /  Arm !  he  cry’d  5 
“  Fler  Force  defy’d, 

Nor  Chiefs  rever’d  who  Spanish  Pow’r  controul ; 

“  BRAGANZA's  Realms  his  hoftile  Troops  invade, 

“  Whofe  bloody  Deeds  the  brave  BURGOTNE  repaid.” 


T 


More 
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More  he  had  faid - But,  lo !  fwift- winged  FAME, 

With  founding  Trump,  from  diftant  Climates  came, 
The  wond’rous  Ads  to  tell 

By  BRITONS  done; 

Of  C  UBJ  won. 

And  MORO  ftorm’d,  where  great  FALASCO  fell : 

“  Laurels  like  thefe  to  ALBEMARLE  pertain, 

“  And  Spaniards  tremble  at  brave  FOCOCK’s  Name!’ 

JOVE  heard  the  News  with  Joy ;  the  Arch  cf  Heav’n 
WithTriumph  rung ;  “  All  Praife,”  he  cry'd,  “  be  given 

“  To  that  ILLUSTRIOUS  PAIR, 

«  And  KEPPEUs  Name 
“  Confign  to  FAME  ; 

“  PA  LLAS,  make  B  R I TA I N  your  peculiar  Care ; 
“  And  when  foft  PEACE’S  Reign  file  wou’d  renew, 

I  leave  the  Terms  to  glorious  GEORGE  and  YOU, 


/ 


THE 


TRIUMPH  of  HTMEN. 

A,  MAS  U  E. 

} 

W  1  T  H  T  H  E 

Landing  of  the  QUEEN. 

-  As  Perform’d  at 

Mr.  S  H  U  T  E  R's  BOOT  H, 

In  BJRTHOLOMEIF-FJIR, 


f  ♦  _  1, 


THE 


TRIUMPH  of  HTMEN. 


SCENE,  T^he  River  of  Thames ;  <with  a 
Profpe^  of  Greenwich  -  Hofpital. 

H  Y  M  E  N  defends  in  a  tranfparent  Machine, 

Recitative. 

HYMEN. 

N  Ida’s  Topi  where  flept  the  God  of  Love, 
Great  Juno,  Goddefs  of  connubial  Blii;-, 

In  Hafte  defcended.  “  Arife,  arife,”  fhe  cry’d, 

“  New  firing  thy  Bow,  prepare  thy  fureft  Darts, 

With  fweeteft  Pain  infpire  two  virtuous  Hearts, 


f  »74  ] 

m 

By  y OFF  decreed,  from  carlieft  Time, 

“  To  make  GREAT-  BRITAIN  happy. 

And  Hymeny  thou,  whofe  pleafing  Bands, 

‘‘  Their  Souls  fiiall  join,  as  well  as  Hands, 

«  Condua  the  FAIR  ONE  to  Her  HERO’s  Arms/’ 

Air. 

BRITAIN^  fee  your  QUEEN  approaching; 
Ever  happy  flialt  thou  be  : 

Nations  on  thy  Rights  encroaching, 

Muft  fubmit,  and  bend  to  Thee. 

While  proud  Gallia  feels  your  Thunder, 

GEORGE  and  CHARLOTTE’S  Reign  fiiaH 
prove 

To  the  World,  a  Reign  of  Wonder ; 

BJels  d  witi)  Conriuefl,  blefs’d  with  Love. 


Guns 


[  >75  ] 


Guns  are  heard  ',  then  a  grand  March,  ^ith  Trumpets 

and  Kettle-Drums,  A  Barge  appears.  The  Water- 

» 

men  land,  and  range  themfehes  on  each  Side  the 
Stage.  The  ^JJ  E  E  N  comes  forward,  iceith  her 
Train. 

Recitative, 

H  Y  M  E  N. 

t 

Hail !  lovely  CON S O  RT  of  vidorious  GEORGE! 
The  Dread  of  France,  and  Irreligion’s  Scourge ; 

Fair  ENGLAND’S  Soil  exults,  her  Thunders  roar, 
All  fpeafc  Your  Welcome  to  her  fruitful  Sliore  ; 

Great  Neptune’s  Sons,  in  Dance  and  chearful  lay, 
Confers  the  Glory  of  this  HAPPY  DAY. 


A  DANCE  of  WATERMEN, 


[  ^76  ] 


Theff  this  GRAND  CHORDS.' 

•  »  t 

To  glorious  GEORGE  and  GHARLOTTE’.y  Nam, 
Let  A  L  B I O  N*j  IJle  refound ; 

With  Conqueft,  Peace,  and  deathJefs  Fame, 
all  THEIR  RH  C  E  be  croiion  d. 


LOVE'S 


LOVEs  ARTIFICE: 


O  R, 


The  PERPLEX’D  ’SQUIRE. 

« 

A  FARCE, 

Of  TWO  ACTS. 

Intended  for  the  C  O  M  P  I  L  E  R’s  BENEFIT 

at  rORK, 

But  never  PERFORM'D. 


y^mr  Vincit  Omnia. 


Dramatis  Perjome* 

MEN. 

Sir  David  Dunce,  Father  to  Harriot. 

( 

Ephraim  Empty,  E/q-,  a  Suitor  to  Her, 
Capt.  Beaufort,  beloved  by  Her, 

Mon/.  Flanconade,  a  Fencing-Majler, 

\ 

Roger,  Servant  to  Beaufort. 

Shallow,  Servant  to  Empty. 

WOMEN. 

Harriot,  Daughter  to  Sir  Davy. 
Charlotte,  Maid  to  Harriot. 

Servants^  6cc. 

'  U  1 
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V  : •  A 

L  O  V  E ’s 

ARTIFICE  : 

• 

A  ; 

OR, 

The  Perplex’d  ’Sq_uire. 

.  * '  V  y  ,  ... 

ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 

■  -Jf'  .  -■  1,  =  /  ,  ,  "  ,  .  .  ' 

A  Room  in  Sir  Davy’j  Houfe, 

Enter'  Sir  T>i\Y^  Harriot  Charlotte. 

SirD^.  H OU  (halt  matry .  him,  I  fay.^  t 

Har.  I’m.  refolv’d  I’ll  die. a  Maidi 
firft.  V  ,  X  , 

Sir  Da.  Have  you  a  Mind  to  be  a  Beggar  ?  , 

Har,  No. 

Sir  Da.  You  know  your  Uncle  Friendly^  when  he 
died,  left  you  in  his  Will  Ten  Thouland  Pounds,  which 
is  in  my  Polfeflion,  upon  Condition  you  confented  to 
^  marry 


[  >8^  ] 


Squire  Empty,  (stEffex,  in  fix  Moiiths  after  his 

■Deaffi;  -  . r- .. 

Har.  Proceeds 

Sir£b,  k  farther  fays;  That  if  ypo  don^  confenfito 

marry  him,  t1iat  then  the  tefi  Thoul'anci  Pounds  iiiall  fee 
paW  as  a  Legacy  to  the  aforefaid  'Squire  Empty,  he 
being  a  near  Relation  to  your  Uncle  Friendly  by 
Marriage..  __  _  :  q  .  f 

Hdr.  And’,  for  this  keafon,  t  muft  not  chufc  "where 

I  like !  Well,  Sir,  fmee  you  refolve  to  marry  me  to  a 

Man  I  never  faw,  may  I  make  bold  to-  crave  hts  CRa- 
raaer  ? 

Sir  M^hy  he  is  as' pf«ty  a  young  Felld'w  as  ever 
walk  d  over  his  own  Land.  He  knows  how  to  live 
well  every  Day  of  the  Week  witfeo'iif  Ending  one 

Farthing  of  Money,  barely  by  paying.  Vifits  to  his 

Tenants ;  and  has  fuch  an  Afcchdant  over  all  the  Peo- 
pie  about  himi  that  ha  can  force  feis  Tayfor  to  make 
him  two  Suits  a  Year,-  Gratis^  of  |>uhiih  him  with  the 
Lofs  of  the  Cuftom  of  the  Knight  of  the  Shire. 

Har.  But  where’s  his  Honour,  Father? 

Sir  Da.  Money  will  purchafe  Honour ;  add,*  as  Times 

go,  you  may  buy  a  Pennyworth  at  the  Herald’s  Office. 

_  * 

Char.  Fic,  Madam,  why  will  you  vex  your  Father 
ihAis?  ...  ,  .  ' 

'  '  Har. 


\ 
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H^r.  Why  wiH  my  Father  vex  me  thus,  to  marry 
Rje  to  a  Man  I  never  faw  ?  efpecially  when  I  ijave  en¬ 
gag'd  already. 

Char.  Wou’d  yx^u  ui^o  yourfelf,  M^dam  ? 

,  fiar.  What,  are  ypu  agatnft  rpie ! 

'  Your  , Father  is  ^  wile  Geirtlemap,  wd  advilcs 

for  tl^e  beft.  '  * 

Har,  Madai|i„tlic  beft  Advice  I  can  give  you,  is  to 
leave,  off  ypur  Iippcrtinence  ;  for  Beaajort  I  will  have, 
tho'  I  were  forc'd  to  maintain  him  by  t^u^ing  China_ 

fox  old *  ’  # 

Sir  D^j.^T^ou  art  :a  perverfe  Baggage ;  ,,my  Patjence  is  • 

qyit,e  tir’d?^’  St^nd  afide,  Malapejrt.  Come  hither,  ' 

Charlotte.  I  find,  tho’  thoy  art  young,  thou  art  a 

Qitl  of  Difcrctlon,  therefore  I  defire  you  to  watch  this 

wanton  Baggage.  -  '  ' 

.Char.  Let  roe  alone,  ^r.  I  fanow  the  Spark  her 
Fancy  leads  her  to ;  but  be  alTur’d,  Sir,  in  lpight  pf  aU' 
her  Obftinacy,  you  lhall  fee  I’ll  make  her  do  what 

you  wou’d  have  her,  before  we  part. 

Sk  Da.  My  Charlotte^  I  leave  all  to  your  Care. 

Tl^e 'Squire  will  be  here  immediately,  and  I  have  no 
Way  of  bringing  this  Alfair  to  bear,  without  thy  Help. 
Mark  ye,  fair  Lady,  I’m  at  prefenC  engag’d,  but  expea 

at  my  Return——^  Davy.J 

^  Char. 


X 
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I 

Char,  Come,  Madam;  to  be  ferious,  notwithlland- 
ing^the  Confidence  your  Fatlier  places  in  me,  I  am  in¬ 
clined  to  be  a  Friend  to  you  and  Beaufort ;  and  I  fancy 
I  have  a  Scheme  in  my  Head  may  be  of  Service,  arid 
oblip  the  Booby  -’Squire  to  give  up  his  Pretenfi^s 
both  to  your  Perfon  and  Fortune.  The  Afliftance  bf 
Beaufort  and  Roger  will  be  wanting ;  and,  if  you  think 
proper  to  write  to  the  Captain,  I’ll  take  Care  'the 
Epiftle  fiian’t  flop  by  the  Way.  Time  prelTes,  there- ' 
fore  let  us  about  it  inftantly.  •  -  .  '  ' 

Har,  Hear  Charlotte^  your  Generofity  obliges  me 

Take  this,  as  a  fmall  Acfcnowledgern'ent  j  and;  if  your 

Scheme  fucceeds,  aflure  yourfelf  you  ftiall  be  rewarded 
to  the  Extent  of  your  Defires.  '  *  • 

\Gives  Charlotte  a  'Purfc. 
Char ,  Aladam,  your  humble  Ser^^ant.  Your  Lady- 
Ihip  has  taken-'  the  right  Way  to  fecure  a  Chamber¬ 
maid’s  Fidelity.'  ......  f  Exeunt,: 


SCENE, 


[  «85  7 

SCENE,  Country  HalL 

Enter  ’Squire  Empty  and  Shallow. 

Emp.  Shallow})  / 

Shall.  Well,  Meafter.  ^ 

Emp.  Well,  Meafter ! - ^What  will  you  never 

leave  off  your  clownilh  Country  Behaviour?  This 
Fellow  has  no  more  Breeding  than  an  ^ex  Calf.  Go, 
and  belpeafc  a  Place  in  the  Stage-Coach.  I  have  re- 
ceiv  d  a  Letter  from  my  Father-in-Law,  that  muft  be : 
fo  I  muft  fet  out  for  London  this  Afternoon. 

Si?a//.  Yes,  Mealier - -Sir,  I  mean.  I  beg  your 

Pardon. 

En/p.  I  wonder  Mr.  Rigadoon,  my  Dancing-Maftef,, 
has  not  been  here  this  Morning  to  teach  me  to  make 
my  Honours,  and  falute  my  Miftrefs  after  the  London 
Falhion  :  For  1  have  heard  him  fay,  a  Man's  nothing 
there  if  he  can’t  dance,  fence,  and  ride  the  great  Horfe. 

Enter  Flancortade. 

Sire,  your  very  humble  Servant.  I  prefume 
you  are  the  Perfon  I  receiv'd  a  MelTage  from  this 
Morning,  and  I  come  prepar’d  to  give  you  one  Leffon. 

^  Erngi 


[  i8(5  ] 

Efnp,  One  Leflbn !  What,  do  you  imagine  I  was 

never  at  School,  and  that  I  want  you  to  teach  me  my 
A,  B,  C  ? 

Elan.  No,  Monfieur,  no.  I  am.  Sire,  de  Fencing- 
Mafter,  and  come  to  inftru£l  you  in  de  noble  Science 
of  Defence. 

Efnp.  O !  you  are  the  Pcrfon  who  is  to  learn  me 
the  genteeJeft  Way  to  get  myfelf  run  thro'  the  Body  ! 

Flan.  No,  Monfieur,  my  Bufinefs  is  to  teach  you 
the  furefi:  Afethod  to  prevent  it.  Sire,  pleafe  to  put 
yourfelf  into  a  Pofition. 

Emp.  A  Pofition !  what’s  that  ? 

Flan.  That,  Alonfieur,  is  an  Attitude  which  thins 
the  Body,  and  makes  it  lefs  liable  to  be  hit ;  in  which 
you  are  to  advance  when  you  wou’d  offend  your 
Enemy,  or  retreat  when  you  have  an  Eye  to  your 

own  Prcfervation  :  As  thus -  ^ 

[Pats  himfelf  In  a  Pojltion, 

Efnp.  Come,  let  me  fee  ;  how  is  it  ? 

[Imitates  him  a^l^ardly- 

Flan.  O  fie,  fie.  Sire!  Be  pleas’d  to  obferve  de 
Line.  Bend  your  Left-Leg  a  little,  extend  your  Right- 
Arm,  and  elevate  your  Head.  1  proteft.  Sire,  you  are 
finely  made  for  Fencing.  Now,  Sire,  advance  in  Cart — - 

Pufh  your  FctcC"'"  Sa,  ha  I  Sa,  ha!  Tis  dis,  Siie, 

makes 


[  J87  J 

niskes  de  ¥f£ftch  the  Terror  of  and  de  Pat¬ 

tern  all  fine  Oentlemen  ftiou  d  imitate 

Emp.  How!  Sir!  the  French  ii'Ytixox  to  Europe 

I  doubt,  Sirrah,  you’re  a  Papift - Nay,.  I  believe 

you  are  a  Spy  ;  and  if  you  don’t  get  out  of  my  Doors 
this  Inftant,  I’ll  ftiew  you  the  neaieft  Way  out  of  the 
Window. 

Flan.  Sire ! - 

Emp.  Sirrah,  I’m  an  Englifhtnan^  and  love  my 
Country,  I’m  for  Liberty  and  Property,  and  woud 
hang  up  all  Advocates  for  arbitrary  Power.  The 
French  a  Terror  to  Europe  !  No,  you  Rafcal,  I  hope 
to  fee  ten  Thoufand  fuch  Vagabonds  as  you  hang’d 
firll,  with  your  Grand  M— —  at  their  Head,  Here 
Tom,  where  are  you  all  ? 

I 

Enter  Servants. 

Take  this  worthy  Gentleman,  and  try  how  he’ll  thruft 
Cart  and  Tercc  in  a  Horfepond ;  and,  for  fear  he 
ihou’d  catch  cold,  dry  him  well  afterwards  in  aBlanket, 
Flan-  Nay,  den  ’tis  Time  for  me  to  retreat ;  but  re¬ 
member,  Sire,  derc  may  come  one  Time  you’ll  repent 
dis.  [Servants  carry  him  off'. 

Emp.  Away  with  him.  The  French  a  Terror  to 
Europe,  with  a  Pox  !  It  our  late  Commanders  had 

X  2  had 
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had  half  as  much  Bravery,  and  our  S-— >n  half  as 
much  Honefty  as  rirw/er,  my  MaftifF,  we  Ihou’d  have 
taught  them  longfince  the  Difference  between  Freedom 
with  Roaft  Beef,  and  Slavery  with  Soup  Meagre  :  But, 
I  believe,  our  late  Succefs  has  convinc’d  Monfieur  that 
quarrelling  with  England  is  roufing  a  Lyon,  that  can, 
not  only  make  Erance^  but  Europe^  JJa,  Africa  and 

America  tremble. - But  now  let  me  think  what  I 

fhall  lay  to  my  Miftrels.  Here,  Shallow^  do  you 
Hand  for  her,  while  I  accoft  her. 

Shall.  Yes,  Sir. 

Emp.  Zoons  \  Madam,  the  Fame  of  your  Ladyfliip’s 
Beauty  has  brought  Ephraim  Empty^  Efq;  of  Empty- 
Hall^  in  the  County  of  EjJeXy  thirty  long  Miles,  to 

lay - to  lay - Zoons!  I’ll  e’en  truft  to  Nature  ; 

for,  ’tis  well  known,  the  Family  of  the  Emptys  never 
wanted  for  natural  Parts.  Come  along,  Shallozv ;  and 
be  fure  you  remember.  Sir,  Sir.  Shew  your  Breeding, 
and  don’t  diigrace  your  Mailer. 


\F.xeant, 


SCENE, 


[  '^9  ] 


SCENE,  Beaufort’jr  Lodgings. 

< 

Beaufort  difcover'd  writing. 


Beau.  in  Excefs^  does  to  a  Lorment  turn ; 

And^uohat  at  firfi  but  ixarm'd^  begins  to  burn. 

1 

Why,  what  unfavory  Stuff  is  this?  Did  I  ever  think 
I  ftiou’d  arrive  to  fuch  a  Degree  of  Folly  as  to  write 
Verl'es ! 


Enter  Roger. 


Rog.  A  Letter  for  your  Honour. 
Beau.  Ha!  from  my  dear  Harriot. 


\Gives  a  Letter. 
\_Reads. 


“  y  AM  in  great  Diftrefs - and  have  but  juft  Time 

to  tell  you,  you  muft  make  all  the  Hafte  you 
“  can  to  fee  me.  The  Fool,  defign’d  for  my  Torment 
fl  am  inform  dj  is  come  to  Town,  and  I  want  your 
fpeedy  Affiftance. 


Dear  Angel ! 


Yours^  and  only  yours^ 

“  IVhUji  I  am 

“  HARRIOT.” 

f  II  inftantly  obey  her  Summons. 

Rog. 


C  '9°  ] 

Eog.  You  feem  tranfported,  Sir. 

Beau.  I  am  fo.  Love  and  Fortune  have  kindly  un¬ 
dertaken  to  make  me  the  happieft  Creature  in  the 

Univerfe,  if  the  Arrival  of  this  Coxcomb  puts  no  Ear 
between  me  and  my  Hopes. 

Rog.  What  Coxcomb,  Sir? 

Beau.  Why,  haft  thou  heard  nothing  of  a  Rival? 
Nay,  a  Rival  in  Favour  too  with  her  Father. 

Rog.  Not  I,  Sir,  by  the  Honour  of  Pimping.  Pray, 
what  is  he  ? 

Beau.  A  Fool. 

Rog.  Alack-a-Day,  you  are  loft  then,  Sir.  He’ll 

carry  her - pofitivcly  carry  her.  If  I  was  in  Love, 

Fd  rather  have  all  the  Philofophers  of  both  Univerfities 
rival  me  than  one  Fool. 

Beau.  Y/hy  fo,  Roger 

Rog.  Why  fo,  Sir  ?  Are  you  not  fenfible  a  Woman 
delights  in  nothing  fo  much  as  her  own  Will ;  and  can 
you  imagine  any  Thing,  but  a  Fool,  will  give  it 

her  ? 

Beau.  Aye,  Roger,  and  this  is  a  rich  Fool. 

R'g.  Tfhaw,  if  you  were  Emperor  of  China,  and  a 
wife  Man,  i  wou’d  not  have  you  pretend  to  ftand 
sgainft  him.  But  wliere  is  this  Fool? 


Beau. 


.[  I9I  ] 

Beat/.  Juft  come  to  Town,  in  order  to  marry 
Harriot:. 

Rog,  Murder  him,  murder  him - Run  him  thro 

r  * 

the  Guts. 

Beau.  Fie,  Roger. 

Rog.  Piftol  him. 

Beau,  And  be  bang’d  for  him. 

Rog.  No  matter.  Broil  him. 

Beau.  Good  Roger. 

Rog.  Carbonade  him. 

Beau.  Why,  Roger  I 
Rog.  Mince  him. 

Beau.  Prithee,  hear  me, 

Rog.  If  none  of  thefe  Ways  are  fufficient,  then 
marry  him  to  an  old  Woman.  I’d  fain  have  the  Dog 
leverely  punifh’d. 

Beau.  Good  Mr.  Roger^  be  pleas’d  to  hear  me  a 
little. 

Rog.  Aye,  Sir,  with  all  my  Heart ;  but  this  curs’d 
Fool  has  put  me  into  a  perfect  Agony. 

Beau.  Go  you  before,  and  acquaint  Charlotte  that 
I’m  this  Moment  coming  to  wait  on  her  Lady,  and  re¬ 
ceive  her  Commands. 

Rog.  As  I’m  a  Man  of  Honour,  I’ll  be  pundual. 
Beau,  Away  then. 

Rog. 
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But  this  Fool- - 

Beau.  O  let  me  alone  with  him,  Roger. 

Rog.  I  am  gone,  Sir.  ‘  ^Rxit  Roger. 

Beau.  I  think  I  have  a  Defign  in  my  Head  that 
can’t  fail  to  flagger  the  ’Squire’s  Rcfolution,  if  he  has 
but  three  Grains  of  common  Senfe.  Aflift  me  but  this 
once,  dear  Fortune,  and  I'll  for  ever  worlhip  thy 
blind  Divinity. 

Now  aid  my  Blot ^  or  give  my  Being  End ; 

For  on  your  Smile  both  Fife  and  Love  depend, 

\Exit  Beaufort, 


End  of  F  I  R  S  T  ACT. 


ACT 
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Act  II. 

S  C  E  M  E,  Room  in  Sir  Davy'j  Houfe. 

/ 

Enter  Harriot ;  and  Charlotte,  drefs’d  as  a  Ladji 

YO  U  feem  furpnVd,  Madarh  ;  but  to  fatisfy 
your  Curiofity  arid  inftrudt  ybd  iri  youir 
Part,  know  that  you  are  to  be  nay  Maid,  and  t  yout 
Miftrefs,  and  now  I  begin  to  exercifeyou  iri  your  Duty. 

I  vow  an  agreeable  Figure.  \ljOoking  in  a  Glafi.^ 
O  that  this  Metamorphofis  was  to  iaft  for  ever ! 
Charlotte, 

Har,  Madaria. 

Char.  Prithee,  Charlotte^  vvhat  Suit  of  Cloaths  IKall  , 
i  -wear  to  Day  ?  {AffeSledly. 

Har.  Which  your  LadyOiip  pleafes.  I  wondef 
Beaufort  flays  fo  long. 

Char.  Fie  ferit  me  Word  he  was  gone  to  the  Inn,' 
to  watch  the  ’Squire’s  corning,  Ol  he’s  here;  What 
News,  Captain } 

Enter  Beaufort  and  Roger. 

Beau.  The  Squire’s  come  ;  and,  fliou’d  our  Plot  fail, 

I  hav*e  no  Hopes; 

^  Char, 
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Char.  Pi.  good  Phyfician  will  tell  you  there’s  Hopes, 
as  long  as  Life  lafts.  Never  defpair,  I’ll  be  your  Doc¬ 
tor.  When  d'ye  think  he’ll  be  here?  that  we  may 
prepare  ourlelves  to  receive  him,  without  his  being 
lecn  by  any  of  the  Family. 

Beau.  I  met  him,  juft  as  he  alighted  from  the  Stage- 
Coach  ;  and  have  fo  manag’d  the  Matter,  that  he’s  now 
at  the  Garden-Gate,  waiting  to  be  admitted :  So  you 
may  carry  him  to  what  Part .  of  the  Houfe  you  think 
convenient. 

Har.  No  Place  fitter  than  this,  for  you  know 
Charlotte  commands  all  here  j  fo  I'll  go  this  Moment 
and  introduce  him.  \E>!tt  Harriot. 

Char.  In  the  mean  time  ftep  you  and  Roger  into 
that  Room,  where  he’ll  find  every  Thing  ready  for  his 
Part ;  and  if  he  play  the  Father,  as  well  as  I’ll  a<ft  the 
Daughter,  I  warrant  our  Device  lhall  fucceed. 

\Exit  Beaufort  ar>d  Roger. 
Poor  loving  Tits,  what  Pains  they  take  t9  run  into  the 
Snare,  that  fo  many  are  daily  wiftiing  to  get  oct  cf. 
O !  here  comes  the  ’Squire. 

Enter  Harriot  veitb’ Squire  Em^tY^^fantaJikally  drejs’d^ 

and  Shallow. 

Efar.  Madam,  here’s  the  Gentleman  come  to  Town 
that  your  Father  defigns  for  your  Flusband. 

Char, 


I 
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Char.  Are  you  ’Squire  Empty.,  Sir  ? 

Emp.  Ephraim  Empty,  at  ypur  Service,  Madam, 
Char,  I  have  heard  my  Father  fpealc  wonderful 
Things. of  you,  Sir;  hut  his  Praife,  1  percieve,  comes 
far  (hort  of  your  Merit. 

Emp.  Your  Father,  Madam  !  -Zoons!  Why  I  don  t 
remember  I  ever  faw  him,  or  he  me. 

Har.  I’m  glad  to  hear  that.  \Aftde. 

Char.  No,  Sir!  but  I  luppofe  he  had  your  true 
Charader  from  my  Uncle  Friendly, 

Emp.  Aye,  aye.  Madam,  like  enough. — —Now, 
Madam,  permit  me  to  make  your  Ladylhip  an  Offer 
of^  a  Heart,  which  has  withftood  feme  Temptations,  I 
,can  tell  you  that., - Zoons,  Sballoijo  !  I  think  that 

r-  '  t  .  - 

was  pretty  well. 

Char,  Indeed,  ’Squire,  you  are  a  moft  accomplifii’d 
Perfon.*  •  '  ,  • 

s  Har.  Sure,  Madam,  you’ll  not  condelcend  fo  low, 
as  to  marry  with  luch  a  Country  Bumpkin  as  this. 

^  -Emp.  Country  Bumpkin !  Harkye,  Mrs.  Fetch- 
and-Carry,  who  do  you  call  Country  Bumpkin? 
lA'^hat  a  Pox  are  all  Bumpkins  that  don’t  live  in  vour 
great  Town  here  ?  By  the  Mefs,  ’tis  like  your  Man¬ 
ners.  1  have  heard  fay,  you  fine  London  bred  Fillies 
think  a  Country  Gentleman  muft  be  a  Fool  of  Courfe  • 


I 


k 
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but  Id  have  you  to  know,  Mrs.  Comhrujh,  there's 

^ure  Fools  come  from  your  Town  to  EJfex,  than  we 
lend  Calves  to  London. 

Char.  Dear  Squire^  don't  difcompole  yourlelf  for  a 
filly  Girl’s  talking. 

Emp.  Bumpkin  !  all  the  Country  knows  I’m  a  Gen¬ 
tleman  bred  and  born,  and  have  all  the  Qualifications 
belonging  to  a  Gentleman  ;  for  I  can  ride,  fence,  dance, 
and  drink  ftale  Beer  with  e’er  a  Side-Box  Beau  pf  them 

all :  Aye,  and  take  Snuff  too,  Madam  ;  and  do  thefe 
Signs  betoken  a  Bumpkin,  Madam  ?  ' 

Char.  Mind  her  not,  Sir ;  you  have  my  Confent. 
Tomorrow  is  the  Day  appointed  for  our  Marriage  : 
And  here  comes  my  Father;  who,  I  doubt  not,  will 

be  as  much  taken  with  you  as  I  am»  ' ' 

.  » 

Enter  Roger,  drefs  d  liks  an  old  Afan;  runs  to 

hr  ace  Empty,  ^ho  is  taking  Snvff,  and  knocks  tU 
Sm/ff '  in  bis  Face. 

9 

Rog,  My  Son !  my  dear  Son  !  art  thou  come  ?  Let 
me  embrace  thee  in  my  aged  Arms ! 

hmp.  \  the  Devil!  Zoons,  ShalUno  !  whzxc 

arc  you  ?  Zoons !  he  has  put  out  both  my  Eyes. 

Rug.  \_Prctenditig  to  he  deaf.']  Eh!  what  does 
he  fay  ?  He’s  tranfported  ;  truly,  fo  am  I,  to  think 

how 


; 
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how  happy  I  fliall  be  in  having  fo  fine  a  Gentleman  to 
my  Son-in-Law.  My  dear  Son,  I  muft  embrace  you 
once  more.  \^Runs  and  embraces  him  again. 

Emp.  Help!  Zoons!  I  fhall  have  my  Guts 

fijueez’d  out. 

Char .  I  hope,  Sir,  you  don’t  complain  of  my  Fa¬ 
ther’s  extravagant  Kindnels  to  you, 

Emp.  Kindnefs!  the  Devil  take  fuch  Kindnefs;  if 
choaking,  fqueezing  and  blinding,  be  Kindnefs. 

Rog.  I’m  a  little  thick  of  Hearing.  Pray,  how  does 
he  like  my  Daughter  ? 

Etfip,  Better  by  half  than  I  do  her  Father. 

•  Har,  He  fays,  he’s  impatient  ’fill  you  blefs  him  with 
fb  fwect  a  Prefent.  '  '  '  : 


Rog.  Prefent  !  don’t  let  him  think  of  Prefents;  for 
when  I  die,  I’ll  prefent  him  with  all  I  have.  '  '  * 

[Goes  towards  Empty,  he  flips' behind  Harriot. 
Emp.  Good  Miftrcfs,  fiand  between  me  and  that 

T-'u r  at  the 

yefy 'Sight  of  him. 


Rog.  I’m  deaf,  and  can’t  hear  you,  Son ;  therefore 
pray  fpeak  louder.  ^  What  is  it  you  fay? 

■  rEmp.  Say !  Why  pfay,  you’ve  almoft  fqueez’d  my 
pu:s  out,  and  made  PufF-^afte  of  my  Head, 


Rog 


[  ] 

Rog,.  Hey !  dead  !  Didft  thou  think  I  was  dea<J, 

Child '? 

Emp.  Dead  !  a  Plague  on  you ;  dead  or  alive,  I 
wilh  you  had  been  buried  before  I  had  fcen  you. 

H(ir .  Blefs  me,  Madam !  here’s  Captain  Beaufort 
coming  up  Stairs.  You  know  the  Enmity  he  bears 
the  ’Squire,  therefore  I  vvou’d  not  have  him  feen ;  ..I 
don’t  know  but  Murder  may  be  the  Confequence. 

Char.  What  d’ye  mean  ?  to  Harriot, 

Har.  My  Father’s  coming  this  Way. 

Rog.  The  Devil  he  is  !  What  fhall  I  do  ? 

>  * 

Har.  Keep  to  your  Text ;  He  will  not  be  jealous  of 
an  old  Man.  \Afde  'to  Roger. 

Emp.  Captain  Beaufort!  Who,  in  the  Devil’s 
Name,  is  he  ? 

Elar.  Your  Rival,  Sir.  ■  ■ 

Emp.  My  Rival!  Zoons !  I’ll  tear  him  to  Pieces. 
Shallow.,  Hand  by  me.  \^niere  is  he  ?  'My  Blood 
boils  to  be  at  him.  -  r  ,  r 

Char.  No,  dear  ’Squire,  for  my  fake  be  perfwaded, 
and  retire  .into  the  next  Room.  iMy  Maid  Avill  Ihow 
you.  i’j]  give  him  his  Anfwer  prefently., 

Erap.  Well,  Madam,  to  oblige  you.  Come,  along, 
Shallow.  By  the  Univer-l^j  'I’hi  glad  I’m  fp  v'ell  off. 
\Jfdc.']  ■  Empty. 

Char. 


Char*  Ha !  ha !  ha ! 


Enter  Sir  Davy. 

Sir  D^,- Why,  you- are  very  merry,  Charlotte. 
Char.  And  fo  will  you  be  too.  The  ’Squire's  come* 
Sir  Da.  Is  he  here  ? 

Char.  No,  Sir,  but  there’s  an  old  Gentleman  juU: 
come  from  him.  Pleale  to  queftion  him  ;  he  can  give 
you  Information. 

Sir  Da.  I’m  your  humble  Servant,  Sir. 

Char.  He's  very  deaf.  You'  muft  fpeafc  louder,  Si«. 
Sir  Da.  I’m  your  humble  Servant,  Sir.  I’m  glad  to 
fee  you  in  Town.  {AlouJ. 

Rog,  What  does  the  Gentleman  fay  ? 

Char.  ’Tis  my  Mafter.  He  fays  he’s  glad  to  fee 
you  in  Town. 

Rog.  Is  that  your  Mafter?  I  ask  your  Pardon,  Sir. 
I  have  an  Infirmity  upon  me  that  makes  me  anfwer 
fomewhat  untovvardly.  I’m  come  from  a  young  Gen¬ 
tleman,  to  whom  I  have  been  a  Guardian.'  His  Name 
is  ’Squire  Empty. 

L  Sir  Da..  Pray,  Sir,  where  is  the  'Squire  ?  \Aloud. 
Rog.  Some  Bufmefs  call’d  him  into  the  City. 

SirD,?.  But  where  fiiall  I  find  him?  \ Aloud. 

Rog.  At  a  Place  call’d  Billing/gate. 


Sir  Dj, 
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Sir  Da.  What  Houfe  ?  [yf/Wi 

■Rog.  ’Tis  a  Tavern. 

Sir  Da.  What  Sign  ? 

Rogi  Sign - Oh !  two  Men  holding  their  Hats  off 

to  one  another. 

Sir  Da.  The  Salutation. 

Rogi  Aye,  ’tis  a  very  civil  Sign. 

Sir  ril  go  this  Minute  :  But  where’s  my  Daugh¬ 
ter,  that  fhe’s  not  here  to  entertain  the  Gentleman  ? 

Char.  Within,  Sir,  prinking  up  herfelf  to  the  befi 
Advantage.  Wellj  that  old  Man,  tho’  he  has  loft  his 
Ears,  has  a  notable  Tongue.  You  can’t  imagine  how 
he  has  prevail’d  on  her. 

Sir  Da.  Dear  Charlotte.,  thou  reviv’ft  the.  I’li 
haften  to  the  ’Squire.  Pray,  Sir,  will  you  pleafe  to 
refrefh  yourfelf  with  a  Glafs  of  Wine  ?  I’ll  be  back 
with  Speed.  [Exit  Sir  Davy. 

Rog.  I’m  glad  he’s  gone.  I  was  all  over  in  a  Sweat; 

Enter  Harriot  and  Beaufort. 

Har.  Truly  we  are  not  far  from  thole  Circumftances. 
Charlotte,  go  you  to  the  ’Squire  ;  and  Roger,  you  be 
ready  to  finilh  the  Plot. 

Rog.  I  lhall,  Madam. 


BeaUi 


4  • 
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Beau.  My  dear  Harriot,  your  Father  is  lecure  for 

an  Hour,  at  leaft  j  therefore  let  us  not  lofe  a  A-Iinute, 
but  hafte 


The  happy  Moments  to  improve. 

And  tye  the  everlafting  Bond  of  Love. 


[Exeunt. 


Empty,  Charlotte*  Shallow. 

Char.  Well,  Sir,  I  have  di^atch’d  the  Captain,  and 

Tomorrow  will  put  it  out  of  his  Power  ever  to  dif- 

turb  our  Happinefs ;  and  now  I  have  but  one  Doubt 

that  hangs  about  my  Heart - Were  I  affur’d  you 

love  me-= - -  ■ 

.  Emp.  Love  you.'  Zoons!  Madam,  I  love  you  bet¬ 
ter  than  ever  I  did  my  Mother,  my  Bay  Gelding,  or 
jug/er,  my  beft  Mound. 

Char;  If  you  lov’d  me,  how  cou’d  you  leave  me  fo 
ong  ?  You  promis’d,  at  our  Parting,  to  be  with  me 
in  three  Months,  and  now  fix  are  fully  expir'd. 

Whirligig  is  the  Devil  going 
to  Ipin  now?  ■  I  promile  you !  When  ? 

Char.  What  means  this  Strangenefs,  my  Love !  You 
vow'd  you  never  wou’d  forget  the  Joys  -I  r,;ve  you, 
when  you  were  enclos’d  within  thefe  Arms.  • 

^  Emp, 


[  ^0^  ] 

EffJp,  I  embrace  you!  What!  I? 

Char.  You !  you  yourfdf,  my  Dear. 

Emp.  What  I !  in  Subftancc? 

Char,  I’m  fure  'twas  no  Shadow. 

Emp.  Zoons !  I  believe  this  Wife  of  mine,  that  is 
to  be,  is  little  better  than  a  Gimcrack.  Why,  Madam, 
I  never  law  hondon  nor  you  before  in  my  Life. 

Char.  What !  never  faw  me  ? 

Emp.  No !  never  in  my  born  Days.  Is  not  that  a 
fufficient  Anfwer  ? 

Char.  Nay,  then  my  Mifery  is  certain.  Dear  Sir, 
recolleft  yourfelf.  You  muft  needs  remember,  that 
one  Night,  conduced  by  my  Maid,  you  came  into  my 
Chamber,  and  told  me  your  Name  was  Empty,  whom 
my  Uncle,  by  his  Wiil,  had  appointed  me  to  marry  ; 
that  you  had  juft  then  mortally  wounded  a  Gentleman 
in  a  Rencounter,  begg’d  I  wou’d  give  you  Sanftuary, 
and  proted  you  from  your  Enemies,  who  purfu’d  you. 

Emp.  What !  I  fight !  I  kill  a  Man !  Zoons !  file’s 

going  to  bring,  me  in  for  Murder. 

Char.  ’Twas  then,  alas!' your  falfe  deluding  Tongue 
urg’d  all  the  copious  Arguments  your  Wit  was  able  to 
invent:  But,  Oh!  the  laft  unhappy  Violence  undid 
me ;  nor  will  I  longer  bear  the  Light,  unlefs  you  marry 
me. 

Emp. 


[  ] 

Emp,  I  marry  you !  let  him  marry  you,  who,  has 

i 

made  ufc  of  you ;  I’ll  have  no  old  Shoes  of  another 
Body's  kicking  off.  By  the  Univerfe,  what  am  I  de¬ 
liver’d  from  ?— For  my  Part,  I’ll  go  Home  again ;  and 
let  him  marry  you,  that  has^^ — And  fo.  Madam,  your 

I 

Servant.  [Going* 

Char.  And  will  you  leave  me  then  to  be  the  Scorn 
and  Scandal  of  my  Family  ? 

Emp.  Zoons!  Madam,  do  you  think  I’ll  be  a - - 

Go,  feek  out  fome  Body  more  fit  for  your  Purpofe. 

Char.  In  the  Condition  I  am  in,  who  will  look 
upon  me,  if  I  fhou’d  confcnt  to  leave  you  ? 

Emp.  Condition !  I  know  what  Condition  I  fhou’d 
be  in,  if  I  were  to  marry  you.  But  pray,  Madani, 
what  Condition  are  you  in  ? 

Char.  I’m  big  with  Child,  Sir. 

Emp.  O !  the  Devil !  What  will  the  People  in  Efe’,: 
think  of  me,  that  I  cou’d  get  a  Womari  with  Child, 
and  Ihe  at  the  fame  Time  thirty  Miles  from  me  ?  But 
pray.  Madam,  does  your  Uncle’s  Will  fay  you  mufl 
be  with  Child,  before  you  are  married  ?  if  fo,  I  fhall 
have  a  lumping  Pennyworth. 

Char.  Then  you  are  refolv’d.  Sir,  not  to  marry  me  ? 

Emp.  No,  Madam ;  the  Devil  burn  me  if  I  rcprefent 
Charity  fo  far,  as  to  keep  other  Peoples  Children. 


[  204  ] 

Char,  Then  I’ll  go  find  out  my  Father. 

Emp»  You  had  better  find  out  the  Child’s  Fa¬ 
ther. 

Char,  Throw  myfelf  at  his  aged  Feet,  and  move 
Companion  with  my  filial  Tears :  Beg  him  to  right 

4  _ 

his  injur’d  Daughter’s  Wrongs ;  which  done,  impend¬ 
ing  Mifchief  will  enfue,  and  break,  like  Thunder,  on 
your  wretched  Head.  [Fx/V  Charlotte,  in  a  Rage. 

Emp.  She  fays,  Ihe’s  big  with  Child  ;  but,  on  my 
Confcience,  I  rather  believe  {he’s  big  with  a  Legion  of 
Furies.  Come,  ShalloWy  let's  go;  and,  if  ever  I  come 
to  this  Place  a  Wife-hunting  again,  may  my  Skin  be 
flripp’d  over  my  Ears,  and  be  ihown  for  an  outlandifh 

Monfter. - What  a  Pox,  am  I  lock’d  in  !  What 

{hall  I  do  now  ?  We  fhall  certainly  be  murder’d. 

Shall.  Nay,  we  are  in  Eoh' s-Round,  and  muft  be 
forc’d  to  yield  upon  Difcretion.  A  Man  may  fee, 
by  my  Misfortune,  what  it  is  to  keep  bad  Company. 
Here  fhall  I  be  knock’d  on  the  Head  for  a  Piece  of 
Catterwauling  1  know  nothing  of. 

Emp.  Come  Courage,  Sirrah;  let’s  make  the  Beft  of 
a  bad  Market.  I’m  refolv’d,  one  Way  or  other,  to 

get  from  thefe - 

Shall,  Let’s  break  open  the  Door. 

Emih  Aye,  marry  will  w'e,  for  I  neither  can  or 

will 
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will  flay  any  longer  j  and  fo,  Mr.  Door,  have  at 
you. 

\_Runs  ‘with  his  Feet  againji  the  Dobr^  in  order  to 
burfi  it  open, 

_  * 
Roger  and  Charlotte  enter,  'with  threeServants  arnFd 

'with  Swords  and  Mufquets ;  Empty  and  Shallow 

fait  on  their  Knees. 

Rog.  Where's  this  Ravifiier  J  this  Thief!  this  Be¬ 
trayer  of  my  Honour !  this  Gorgon !  this  Hydra  f  this 
many-headed  Beall  of  Lull  ?  I  fay,  difpatch  him. 

[Servants  advance,  Empty  feems greatly  frighted^ 
Shall.  O !  dear  Sir,  have  Mercy  I 
Char.  For  my  fake,  hear  him  fpeafc, 

Rog.  Speak !  What  can  he  fay  ? 

Efnp.  Nothing  at  all,  Sir,  but  that  I’m  a  very  great 
Rafcal.  [f’rembling. 

Rog.  I’ll  do  thee  Jullice  on  the  Cormorant. 

Etnp.  Dear  Sir,  hold  !  I  own.  Sir,  I  have  got  your 
Daughter  with  Child,  which  gives  me  very  great  Pain. 

Rog.  Eh  I  what  docs  he  fay  ?  He  has  got  my  Daugh¬ 
ter  with  Child',  and  will  do  it  again.  I’ll  prevent  that 
prefently.  I  fay, difpatch  him.  [Servants  advance  again. 
Emp.  Oh!  Oh! 


Char. 


[  io6  ] 

C/)ar,  I  beg,  Sir,  you  wou’d  prcferve  him,  for  my 
fake ;  there  may  be  other  Ways  to  make  me  Amends. 

E»/p.  Oh  !  dear  Sir,  think  of  any  other  Way  but 
flaying,  for  I  can  t  endure  the  Thoughts  of  Death. 

Ro^,  What  does  he  fay,  he^ll  be  my  Death  ?  Blow 
his  Brains  out  this  Moment. 

Emp.  Oh !  Oh ! 

Shall.  Hold,  Sir,  hold!  My  Mafler  fays,  he  can’t 
endure  the  Thoughts,  of  Death.  Dear  Sir,  think  of 

fome  Way  to  fatisfy  the  Gentleman,  for  my  fake  and 
your  own. 

Emp.  Do  you  promife,  Shallow^  and  I’ll  perform  j 
for  he  has  given  me  fuch  an  Ague  in  my  Tongue,  that 
I  can’t  fpeak  a  plain  Word.  Tell  him,  I’ll  refign  all 
my  Right  and  Title  in  the  Ten  Thoufand  Pounds  given 
by  his  Brothel’s  Will  to  his  Daughter,  on  Condition 
fhe  marry’d  me.  Dear  Shallow,  perfwadc  him  to  fend 
thefe  rough-hewn  Fellows,  thefe  damn’d  blood-thirfty 
Rafcals  away,  for  I  can’t  endure  the  Sight  of  'em. 

Shall.  My  Mailer  fays,  he’ll  give  over  all  his 
Right  in  the  Ten  Thoufand  Pounds  given  by  your 
Brother,  and  give  your  Daughter  Leave  to  marry  who 
Ihe  pleafes,  if  you’ll  be  fo  kind  to  pardon  him. 

Rog.  Pardon  him!  I’ll  pardon  him,  with  a  Venge- 
ance^ 


Shall. 


[^07  ]- 


Shall.  Sir,  he  fays,  he’ll  give  you  Satisfaftlon  under 
his  Hand  and  Seal,  as  firm  as  the  Law,- requires. - 
Rog.  He’ll  go  to  Law,  fay  you  ?  I'll  fpoil  his  going 
to  Law  prefently.  Dq  his  Bufincfs,  Ralcals. 

Emp.  Hold !  dear  Sir.  Pray,  Madam,  make  him 
fenfible  of  what  I  fay,  that  I  ihay  not  lofe  my  Life 
for  his  want  of  Ears, '  ''  •  ^ 


Pity  on  him.  '  •  !  ' 

Emp.  For  my  Soul’s  fake,  Sir 


Lawyer  prefently ;  the  Releafe  figh’d;  'you  Ihalfhave'" 
your  Liberty  to  go  where  and  when  you  pleafe. 


[_Ex/P  Roger, 


Emp.  Oh !  this  bloody-minded  old  Fellow  I  I  fliail 
never  recover  my  Spirits  again.  I  was  never  yet  mar¬ 
ried  or  murder  d,  and  I  don’t  care  at  this  Time  to  try 
either  |  therefore  I’ll  fign  the  Writing  immediately,  ' 
for  I  don  t  care  how  foon  I'm  deliver’d  from  this  Ha- 
bitation  of  BseJ^iEub.  ■  X Exeunt  truarded. 


SCENE, 


r^Q8  ] 

»  i 

sc  E  N'  E,  Another  Apartment, 

f  '  e 

Enter  Sir  Davy  Dunce. 

r-  * 

t 

Sir  Da,  I  have  been  at  the  Salutation  to  enquire 
for  Mr.  Empty,  but  can  meet  with  no  Intelligence. 
I  fear  that  old  Fellow  was  a  Rafcal,  and  employ’d  by 
that  Rafce-hell,  Beau j or t,  to  impofe  on  my  Under- 
ftanding,  and  fend  me  on  a  Fool’s  Errand  :  But, 
by  “Jove!  I’ll  be  reveng’d  both  on  him  and  my 
Daughter ;  the  one  I’ll  bind  oyer  to  the  Peace,  and 
the  other  I’ll  confine  clofe  Prifbner  to  her  Chamber, 
*tUl  Falling  and  Penance  bring  down  that  proud  Sto¬ 
mach  of  her's.  How  now  ? 

%  i 

\ 

I 

r  . 

ft. 

Enter  Charlotte. 

»  r 

Char,  There’s  a  Gentleman  within,  fays  he  comes 
from  EJfex ;  but,  on  my  Confcience,  I  believe  he  came 
from  Bedlam, 

r  '  t 

Sir  Da,  Why  !  what's  the  Matter  ? 

Char,  The  Matter !  He  fays,  your  Daughter  is  a 
Whore ;  that  fhe’s*  big  with  Child ;  and,  when  my 

.  1  .  '  Miflrels 


/ 
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Miflrefs  fpoke  to  him,  he  call’d  her  filthy  Chamber- 
Maid.  He  fays,  he  has  feen  your  Worlhip,  and 
gave  you  a  Releafe  for  the  Ten  Thoufand  Pounds  kfc 
by  your  Brother. 

Sir  Da.  What  the  Devil  ails  the  Fellow !  Come, 
I’ll  go  in,  and  unravel,  if  poffible,  this  My  fiery, 
Alade  over  the  Ten  Thoufand  Pounds  to  me !  by 
fny  Life,  I  never  law  him,  nor  know  whether  he  s  a 
Alan  or  a  Alonfter.  [Ex//  Sir  Davy. 

Char.  So,  my  wife  Matter,  I  hope  we  are  even  with 
you  now.  The  Lovers,  by  this  Time,  are  made 
one,  as  firm  as  the  Rites  of  Marriage  and  their  own 
Inclinations  can  unite  them.  But  here  comes  Sir  Davy 
and  the  boobily  ’Squire ;  it  won’t  be  altogether  fo 
fare  for  me  to  be  feen  ’till  a  Pardon  be  pafs’d,  in  which 
i  make  no  doubt  of  being  included.  [Exit, 

I 

Enter  Sir  Davy,  Empty  and  Shallow. 

SirD^.  I  protett  I’m  furpriz’d,  and  know  not  what  ’ 
to  fay  to  this  Matter.  A  Frenzy  has  pofllTs’d  him. 

Emp.  Why,  you  old  Fool  !  <do  you  think  we 
Country  Gentlemen  are  to  be  banter’d  out  of  our 
Senfes?  Hark  ye,  Shallovo^  is  that  Sir  Davy  Dance 

A  a  wc 


we  law  but  now,  that  had  like  to  have  murder’d 
us  ? 

Shall.  Dear  Sir,  let  us  be  gone ;  for  nothing  but 
Witches  and  Devils  inhabit  here,  I  think.  • 

'  Emp.  Zoons !  I  fay  Sir  Da%D>’s  Daughter’s  a  Whore, 
and  he  s  a  Knave,  and  I  and  my  Man  Shallow  will 

prove  it ;  and  fo  good  Mr.  - - I  don’t  know  who, 

farewel.  I  il  employ  all  the  Lawyers  in  EjfeXy  ere  I’ll 
lofe  Ten  Thoufand  Pounds. 

% 

\Going  off,  meets  Beaufort  and  Harriot. 

Har.  Stay  a  little,  good  'Squire,  and  take  my  Ad¬ 
vice.  Tis  now  too  late  to  go,  to  Law,  for  I’m  already 
marry’d  to  this  Gentleman. 

Emp.  Marry’d  !  What’s  that  to  me?  You  may  be 
marry’d,  or  unmarry'd,  or  bang’d,  for  all  I  care. 

E)a.  How !  marry  d  !  Have  I  not  forbid  you 
my  Houfe,  Mr.  Beaufort,  and  oftei^  told  you  that 
difobedient  Girl,  my  Daughter,  was  oblig’d,  by  her 

Uncle’s  Will,  to  marry  ’Squire  Empty,  or  forfeit  Ten 
Thoufand  Pounds  ? 

Beau.  That  Objection  is  now  remov’d  ;  for  that 
Gentleman  has,  by  a  Writing  under  his  Hand  and  Seal, 
affign’d  over  all  his  Right  to  your  Daughter,  and  alfo 
to  the  Ten  Thoufand  Pounds  you  fpeak  of. 


Sir  Da, 


r  zii  ] 


Sir  Da.  What  can  this  mean  ! 

Beat/.  I  have  been  the  Caufe  of  all  this  Confafion, 
and  mufl  beg  your  Pardon.  Not  knowing  how  to 
gain  your  Content,  and  being  unwilling  the  Lady 
•  Ihou’d  be  Ten  Thoufand  Pounds  the  worfe  for  her  mar¬ 
rying  me,  I  made  my  Man  Roger  pcrfonate  your 
Charafter,  to  deceive  ’Squire  Empty  ;  your  Daughter 
turn  Maid,  and  Charlotte  Miftrefs :  By  which  Means 

we  perfwaded  him  to  refign. 

Sir  Da.  Say  you  fo!  then  take  her  now  with  my 

Confent,  and  bkfs  you  together ;  and,  ’Squire,  I  hope 

you’ll  pardon  them,  as  I  have  done. 

Beau.  Sir,  confider  :  Were  you  in  Love,  and  bc- 
iov’d  by  a  fair  Lady,  as  1  am ;  I  believe,  like  me, 
you  wou’d  leave  no  Way  untry  d  to  obtain  the 
Polfeffion  of  her. 

Emp.  I  can’t,  tell  what  to  think  of -this  Matter; 
but  if  you’ll  undertake  I  lhan’t  be  beat,  nor  my 
Eyes  put  out,  nor  be  married  to  a  Wrench  fix  Months 
gone  with  Child,  nor  run  the  Hazard  of  having  my 
Throat  cut,  I  don’t  care  if  we  are  Friends;  and  here’s 
my  Hand  upon’t. 
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Beau.  Now,  Harriot^  nothing  can  prevent  our 
Happinefs. 


If  bile  fordid  Jge  their  Money  Mofi  approve^ 
And  have  no  Tajie  of  Ivlerit  or  of  Love ; 

,  Gay  Nature  Jirong  in  youthf  ul  Breajis^  irfpires 

No  mercenary  Views,  hut  warm  JXfres  ; 

All  meaner  Ends,  with  fufike,  they  dejpife. 
And  know  no  Wealth,  that  Happinefs  denies. 


FINIS. 
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